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To CorRRESPONDENTS. 


As You Like It, our correfpondent P, K. mav be affured will 
ba completed in the next Number, accompanted by another elegant En- 
graving. This Play will be fucceeded by the Tempeft, which, as 
well as every fubjequent Play, will alfo be enriched with*two intereft- 
ing Scenes from original Defigns, engraved by Heath and 
Walker. 

The favours of S. Jones will be always welcome. 

The lines on the Works of Nature are not fufficrently correct for 
infertion. 

Addrefs to Happinefs, sy a Journeyman Carpenter, lies wnder 
the fame objeflion. 

The beautiful Oriental Tale is received, and fhall certainly ap- 
pear in No. III. 

We lament fincerely the caufe of Mifs E. 1.—’s forrows, but 
cannot poffibly comply with her laft requefi—the party has been fen, 
but mercy reigns, not in every brea 

The Ode to Nonfenfe is a moft nonfenfical ode, therefore rejetted. 

We are forry to perceive, in The Addrefs to Lucifer, how fine 
talents are _fometimes abufed. 

The Ode by our good friend W.C.O. is received, for which we 
thank him, 

The beautiful Ode to Fear, by the Hon. Andrew Erfkine, we 
may truly fay, enriches the prefent Number; and we are happy to 
prefent our readers with fo elegant a produélton. 

The Hint from J. A O. does not come within our plan. 

We acknowledge the welcome iw of Mr. George Murgatroyd 
Woodward—-and that gentleman, with our thanks, receives an 
affirance of a placein No. III. It ts neceffary for Mr. G. M.W. 
to be informed that we have not the moft diftant concern in the publis 
cations he mentions, or with thofe who have condutted them. 

Lines, not a few, from Romeo—O Romeo! if thy Fuliet ts 
not more kind than thy mufe, we pity thee indeed ! 

Lines from R. N. of the Temple, are received, and will appear in 


our next, 
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The SCHOOL for LIBERTINES, 
A STORY, 


FOUNDED ON FACTS, 


By THOMAS BELLAMY, 


EF. the heart, hitherto fatisfied and happy in the long- 
preferved ideas of re€titude and honour, rational .en- 
joyment, and the fweets of domeftic felicity, fhould now, 
ftrongly tempted by the fatal fafcinations of vice, be medi- 
tating a departure from virtue, and this relation prove the 
means of preferving its owner from error and delufion, 
the wifhes of the writer will be accomplithed : or if thofe al- 
ready engaged in purfuits that, however brilliant and al- 
luring to the giddy votaries of falfe enjoyment, muft even- 
tually terminate in confufion, and the lofs of every thing 
that ought to be held dear, become, from this ftory, con- 
vinced of the neceffity of an altered conduét, well repaid, 
indeed, will be the recorder of fcenes, which, for the fake 
of fociety at large, he hopes will be found lefs and lefs fre- 
quent in the prefent age of true refinement and unaffetied 
fenfibility. 

Mr. Alton, once amply pofleffed of the gifis of fortune, 
and furrounded with every. earthly bleffing, fuddenly left his 
weeping lady, then pregnant, and an infant fon, and fled 
from the purfuit of juftice. 

He had violated the laws of religion, honour, and his 
country, by feducing from her duty the wife of his friend ; 
a duel was the confequence, and the injured hufband lolt 
bis life in the fatal rencounter. 

Ge Immediate 
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Immediate flight was Mr. Alton’s only refource; there. 
fore, regardlefs of every feeling but fuch as arofe for his 
own fafety, he precipitately left his native country, com- 
pletely wretched, and loaded with all the horrors of guilt 
and difmay. ~ - a 

A fhort time after his arrival in Italy, his means of fup- 

rt failed; extravagance and diffipation had ruined his 
ortunes, and he muft foon have fled from importunate cre- 
ditors, had not this ftill more dreadful caufe forced him 
from his wretched family. 

As he had acquired the art of becoming fortunate at 
play, his talents diet way were now brought forward, and an 
uncommon run of fuccefs foon enabled him to fhine forth 
again in a foreign country with the fame f{plendour he once 
difplayed in his own. 

Again engaged in frivolous purfuits of expence and plea- 
fure, his light and worthlefs heart foon difmiffed every 
trace of remorfe for the diftrefs and anguifh he had oc- 
cafioned in the family of his murdered friend, and the 
utter ruin brought on his deferted wife and children. 

Poffeffing every art of genteel addrefs, an elegant per- 
fon, affifted with all the powers of foft perfuafion, he 
foon (under the name of Freeman, not daring to ufe his 
real one) won upon the heart of a young lady of exalted 
birth, whom he privately married. 

Her friends at firft forbade them their prefence, but the 

oung and beautiful Italian being a much-loved and only 
child, they foon yielded to excufes and profeffions which he 
too well knew how to frame, and at length received them 
to favour and proteétion. 

Many years paffed on without a returning thought of 
former conneétions : he had heard long fince, by private 
means, that his firft lady had fallen a vitim to a broken 
heart, leaving the care of a fon and daughter to her affli&- 
ed father, who had little remaining to fupport them, the 
neceffities of the unprincipled and unfeeling Alton having 
almoft drained his once ample fortune. 

And here it is neceflary to inform the reader, that the 
poor old gentleman did not long furvive the lofs of -his 
child. But heaven raifed up a friend to her offspring: 
this friend, whe delighted in aéts of mercy, adopted the twa 

innocents: 
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innocents, as is own, making over to them his eflate 
and fis name: 

A young gentleman, of the name of Eafton, often vifited 
at Mr. Freeman’s, whofe houfe was always open to people 
of fafhion; and though their years did not correfpond, yet 
the former ftill carried an, appearance of youth and gaiety, 
aflifted by am uncommon fhare of health, and a heart 
feelingly alive to every call of pleafure. 

Alike diffolute in manners and. inclination, an intimacy 
foon commenced betweenthem. The prefent Mrs. Freeman, 
who before her marriage, experienced every, indulgence and 
attention from parents who adored her, had too.early an 
occafion to lament her mifplaced love, and unhappy. choice. 

Never, but in the hours of inebriation, did the expe- 
rience any thing like attention and kindnefs from the: man 
who owed every thing to her. Then, indeed, he. would 
utter rhapfodies of affeétion, alike deftitute of fincerity as 
of reafon. 

And now, their only child (a beautiful young lady who 
had juft attained her 13th year, the only companion, of 
her penfive mother, to whom fhe was indeed a real ¢om- 
fort, dutiful affeftion and endearing fenfibility having 
lightened. many a painful day), was vifited by a fever, which 
robbed her affli€ted parent of her fole remaining bleffing. 
This calamity deeply affeéted them both. The impreffion 
made on Mrs. Freeman brought on a decline, which 
proved fatal—bereft of every earthly happinels, the looked 
up to that heaven fhe had been long preparing for, and in 
a fhort time obtained difmiffion from a world, from which 
fhe had been weaned by trouble, and the unkind negle& of 
a hufband fhe had loved but too well. 

Mr. Freeman put on the outward “ trappings and. the 
fuits of woe”—but wanted “ that within,” which goes 
beyond every external appearance. 

Pomp and parade, indeed, attended her remains to the 
filent tomb; but thefe were not accompanied with the 
hufband’s tear. The monument was raifed on which his 
forrows were recorded, but, cold and fenfelefs as the marble 
which received that record, his heart was a ftranger to thofe 
feelings that dignify the bufband, the father, and the 
map, 

As 
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As the family of his late confort were rich and powerful, 
Mr. Freeman checked his libertine purfuits for a time; 
but the ftrength of habit foon overcame the diétates of pru- 
dence, and again he liftened to the powerful calls of vice 
and diffipation. ; 

A few months after Mrs. Freeman’s death, he informed 
his friend Eafton that he would introduce him to a young 
creature, lovely as imagination could form. He owned 
that the conneétion between them, being only that of 
fentiment, became rather troublefome’; that fhe had de- 
nied him the moft diftant favour, and, in tears, regretted 
her ever giving way to a hopelefs paffion which had driven 
her from home, and {fubjefted her to dangers of every 
kind. 

“I firft faw,” he continued, “ this foolifh girl at the 
neighbouring convent—Her beauty charmed me ; I gained 
her attention, and held many converfations at the grate, in 
the courfe of which fhe informed me that, difappointed in 
a love affair, and to avoid a forced marriage, fhé had fled 
from her guardian, and fought refuge in the convent. 

“I need not tell you, Eafton, how love-fick girls are 
wrought upon. I found more fenfibility than prudence— 
her forrows fubfided as I artfully dropped an anfwering 
tear, accompanied with a well-feigned emotion. I ufed every 
meang.which is common with us fellows of intrigue, and at 
length gained her confent to fuffer me to procure her en- 
largement, on my promife of prote€tion and friendfhip. 

** Her remove from the convent was, with fome diffi- 
culty and no {mall degree of danger, effefted ; when, ex- 

ing my reward, and urging her to be kind, fhe wept, 
faid I] had deceived her, and thus addreffed me: 
* Ceafe, Sir, to alarm, with profeffions of love, a poor 
‘ young creature that knows not where to fly. Atk me for 
* my friendfhip and efteem, and honour me with your’s, 
‘and I fhall be as happy as my fortunes will permit. I 
‘ wifhed to caft myfelf on your proteftion, from a confi- 
‘dence in your honour—I have done it—betray not 
‘then, oh! betray not the truft repofed in you. If you 
* take a violent and cruel advantage of my fituation, fhort 
* will be your pleafure—but lJafting your pain. “You will at 
* ence lofe all the refpeé I now bear you, and render me 


‘ completely wretched; it is too true I am in your power, 
* but 
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' but do not, oh! do not abufe that power, by plunging a 
* wretch, already almoft loft, into infamy and perdition.’ 

“I give you her own words, Eafton, for you will find 
her romantic in the extreme, with all the airs of dignity and 
virtue about her. I endeavoured all I could to comfort 
and compofe her fpirits, and offered to write home to her 
guardian ; but to this fhe would not confent, as in fuch a 
cafe her name would be expofed. ‘ If,’ faid fhe, ‘ im- 
* puted guilt is to be my portion, let me, with life, lament the 
* effets of my imprudent flight—but there are, whom my 
‘ folly might difgrace, fhould an unfeeling world caft a 
* ftigmaupon me—know me, therefore, only as—ihe wretched 
* Julia!’ 

“‘ Upon this. I left her, fool enough to. be fomewhat af- 
fe€ted, and what fhe means to do I cannot tell; I had pro- 
cured her an apartment in a private part of the city, witha 
fervant to attend her ; but not finding in me the father fhe 
expected, I havea ftrong idea that fhe means to play me the 
flip and fleal.away without my knowledge, which would 
prove a difappointment to both-of us. 

“ For, Extton, as you are a fine fellow, and withal fome- 
what younger than myfelf, as J cannot fucceed, I think you 
might venture a trial upon your own account.” 

‘s A friendly propofal,” exclaimed Eafton; ‘ convey me 
to her, and what love, gallantry, and fine {peeches can effect, 
depend on,” 

The agreement made, they proceeded to pay a vifit to the 
unfortunate young lady. 

The fervant having given in Mr. Freeman’s name, they 
were conduéted to her apartment. But oh! heaven! 
what horror feized the heart of Eafton.on beholding—his 

Sifter! Te had left her during his travels, which had de- 

tained him two years, under the proteétion of her guardian, 
a man of fordid ideas, little principle, and ftill Jefs huma- 
nity—but who had cunning fufficient to carry the appear- 
ance of every good quality, and, by the deepeft iitfrals. 
tion, had prevailed on the worthy. Mr. Eaiton, the gen- 
tleman who had given thefe unhappy children his name and 
fortune, in his laft moments to fubmit to him the manage- 
ment of the eftate bequeathed them till the youth became 
of age, and his filter .was difpofed of in marriage. 

How he had performed the will of his dying friend,. re- 

eats ~ fpeéting 
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fpefting the young lady, the reader has, in part, been made 
acquainted with—it remains only to fay, that, by his for- 
bidding the addreffes of Mr. ~ ote a young foldier, 
whofe heart was as honourable as his profeffion, and who 
firicerely Toved her, and encouraging the hopes of a wretch, 
worn out with infirmities and a difeafed mind, he forced 
the unhappy Julia to determine on flight. Her Harcourt 
had been called to the field, where, by proteéting his country 
at the hazard of ‘his 'life, it was not then in his power to de- 
fend'‘her ‘he held dearer than his own exiftence. 

For a time, overcome with ‘mutual aftonifhment, they 
both remained filent! ‘At length Eafton, relieved by tears, 
embraced the fifter of his heart, exclaiming, ‘‘ And have 
bad principles and bad men brought me to the brink of 
fuch perdition ? But Heaven is juft, and at the fame moment 
converts my erring heart, and reftores me to an almoft-loft 
fifter, whom my future care and affe&tion fhall proteé from 
every {nare of deep-laid villainy.” 

Then turning to the confounded and abafhed Freeman, 
he uttered “ As for you, be warned by this interpofition 
of ‘Providence in favour of your undeferving friend.— 
Your years and pe soy de notcorrefpond. I hada 
father, gay and volatile like yourfelf,’ whofe wretched 
ftory I have heard, but whofe guilt has divided his chil- 
dren and him—perhaps—for ‘ever! Mournful, no doubt, 
has been his exiftence, and, if no more, miferable his end.’’ 
—But wherever he may wander, if yet alive, oh! my 
fifter! would not you rejoice with me in comforting his 
fuffering heart, and in return, receive the bleffings of our 
nameleéfs and interdiéted parent ?” 

‘Hearing, with trembling limbs, this paffionate addrefs, 
Mr. Freeman exclaims, “ Who, who was your father ?” 

“'Oh!” returned Eafton, “ he has loft his name in his 
critnes, which drove him from his family and country—an 
outlawed murderer!” 

For the firft time, etful conviftion rufhed on the 
heart of Freeman! “Oh!” he exclaimed, “ be more ex- 
plicit, furely my children are now before me—nor fear nor 

fate fhall tonger hide my name—'Tis Alton! the miferable 
Alton, riow -cafts his wretched load of exiflence before 
They both ran towards him, and, owning an 
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fratitude, raifed their long-loft Yar ! who at once re- 
claimed, at once thankful to myfterious Heaven, embraced 
his children! - 

It only retains to infofm the reader, that the father, with 
his fon and daughter, took fhipping for England An ho- 
nourable peace foo brought home to love and fortutie the 
ras Harcourt, who was at length united to his faith. 

ul Julia. 

The old guardian had paid the debt of nature, and, 
ftruck with a check of confcience, he not ofly left the 
whole eftate of the late Mr. Eafton, unimparied, to the 
brother and fifter, but added thereto a large portion of his 
own. Application was made td an earthly throne for 
mercy to the repentant father; it was extended towards 
him, and being now a fincere penitent, it 18 to be wifhed 
and hoped that he may experience the fame mercy froma 
fill higher power: 





For the GENERAL MAGAZINE: 





THE LiFE AND AMUSEMENTS OF 
ISAAC BICKERSTAFFE, Funior. 
AN ORIGINAL WORK, 

With Obfervations hiftorical, critical, illuftrative, &c, &es 


Cuap. I; 


Being rather Jagacious than otherwife. 
OLITENESS and ceremony are very often at 


variance. I have been near two years confidering 
whether this work fhould be opened with a Preface; be- 
caufe, in the literary world, it is deemed effentially re- 
quifite ; it isa fort of ceremony as neceflary as that of a 
prologue to a play: Bat then the ladies—whom it is the 
bufinels of my life to oblige—as they feldom come foon 
enough to hear the prologue to a play, fo they feldom, if 
ever, read a preface toa book. They love a man who 
like Homer, jumps into the middle of his fubjeé& at once: 
To fay the truth, prefaces are generally little more than 
H apologies 
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apologies to the critics. Now, as I have not yet offended 
their worthips, 1 fee no reafon why I fhould apologize to 
them. It may be neceffary, however, to explain to them 
the title of this work, left they fhould mifinterpret it, for 
eritics are but men, and, like his Holinefs of Rome, are 
fallible —** The Life and Amu/fements!—and why not 
“ Acventures ?” —Sir, my friend Mr. Bickerftaffe never had 
many adventures. ‘ Why not the Life and Opinions, like 
Triftram Shandy ?”—Becaufe, Sir, the opinions are my 
own.—With regard to the obfervations hittorical, critical, 
&c, they will be fuch as muft naturally arife in the courfe 
of the work, and will afford wonderful entertainment, and 
tend much to the edification of all good Chriftians. 

There is another matter that has coft me no {mall trou- 
ble to fettle ; and that is, whether this incomparable work, 
fhould be written in Letters to a Friend; or as Memoires ; 
both thefe modes being much in vogue, and greatly pa- 
tronized by the ladies. On due confideration, I thought 
it beft to leave the memozres to the ladies ; fo much honour 
has lately been done to that f{pecies of compofition by 
Mrs. Stee/e and others, that I fhould defpair of attaining 
that degree of excellence which could entitle me to rank on 
the fame fhelf. And with regard to the other mode of Lei- 
ters toa Friend, befides the impoflibility of finding a friend 
to addrefs, I have no talent for epiftolary correfpondence, 
which, indeed, is of too confined a nature for the work I 
am engaged in: for, as my friend Bickerfaffe was a man 
of eccentricity, of humour, and digreflion—always ob- 
ferving the line of beauty,- and fcorning all right lines and 
ugly angles—fo, in recording the memorable tranfa€tions of 
his life, I fhall follow him, up hill and down dale, as becomes 
a faithful biographer, in a regular feries of chapters, after 
the manner of thofe profound hiftorians John Bunyan, 
David Hume, and others of equal notoriety. 

A very great temptation was lately thrown in my way by 
a certain lady, well known in this metrepolis, and who 
keeps what is called the bef of company—and bad is the 
beft, heaven knows !—This lady, who was well acquainted 
with my friend Biekerflaffe, and had heard that 1 was on 
the point of giving his Life to the public, waited on me, 
from Mrs. P. or the Marchionefs Piozz, and, with a degree 
of familiarity which at fuft excited my furprize, addrefled 

me 
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me thus: “So, Mr. Thingamty, you are going to give 
your friend J/aac’s Life; and I fuppofe, like a mufty old 
fellow as you feem to be, you will do it in the formal man- 
ner of Hawkins—but I'll tell you what, old gentleman, you 
may be affured that nota foul will read any thing but Anec- 
dotes. My name. Sir, is Fafhion, and, unlefs you enlift 
under my banners, you will write only for the worms. I 
have now four ladies, fifteen {chool-boys, and eleven hun- 
dred profeffed authors writing anecdotes of celebrated per- 
fons: all regular hiltory is a dore, and all regular fives 
foon come to an end. And fo, Mr. Thingamty, take your 
choice: if you write for fame, write anecdotes; if for 
money, write anecdotes—Vive la anecdote !”—And away 
fhe flew into a vis-a-vis, leaving me almott petrified with 
her volubility and impertinence. 

As it is always a maxim with me to liften to every one’s 
advice, and take my own, I fat down, and began very feri- 
oufly to ruminate on this fubjeét, and was jutt commencing 
an Effay on the art of writing anecdotes, when in came 
my landlady, who is one of thofe molt infignificant of all 
beings, called “ a good fort of a woman :’—* Did not 
you tell me, Sir, that you kept no bad company ; that you 
had no ¢ro/lops coming after you; and did I not tell you 
that my houfe” * Upon my word, Madam, I have not 
the leaft acquaintance with the lady who juft called.”—- 
* How can that be! no woman would have the impudence 
to come and f{quall, and {cold, and fling herfelf into airs, if 
fhe did not know you well enough : a plague on her nanny- 

oats fay 1!—Now all the neighbours will think that my 
Fonte” “ Patience, patience, good Mrs, Donaldfon ; 
it is very extraordinary, that you will not know your 
friends; though the lady never faw you before, fhe was fo 
much prejudiced ip your favour at firft fight, that fhe de- 
fired me to accept bottle of moft exquifite cordial, and ta 
give fome to the good woman of the houfe, for it feems you 
are from the fame country ; and as fhe is the firft of that 
blefled fpot that ever led the mode in drefs, fo the has 
been patriotic enough to introduce the plaid.” Mrs. 
Donaldfon’s heart began to melt—the cordial opened her 
eyes; fhe muft have been miftaken—* no doubt the lady 
wasa very good fort of woman.” 


He Thus, 
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Thus, gentle reader, in the very outfet of the bufinefs, 
was marred a very fine Effay on anecdotes; and thus are 
authors liable to the intrufions of fafhion on the one hand, 
and of ignorance on the other; and how I fhall ever get 
through the Life of my friend J/aac, heaven only can tell! 

To return ;—notwithflanding the arguments of Mrs. 
Fafhion, I determined to purfue my own plan in my own 
way, and to give the hiftory ef J/aac Bickrflafe in a re- 
gular chain of chapters, with a head to each, by which the 
reader may be enabled to know what fort of entertainment 
he is to expeét, and when to read, and when to pafs on, as 
I would not wifh to tire the patience of thofe profound 
Atudents who make a point of never going through a 
book ; and, for this extraordinary courtefy, on my part, I 
expeét equal courtefy on the part of the reader. 


Cuap. IL. 


Difficulty upon Difficulty. 
BEFORE I proceed to give an account of Mr. Bicker- 
Jfiaffe’s parentage, I have another knotty point to difcufs : 
the manner we have already fettle¢—but now we have to 


confider the /fy/e; and ftyle, you know, is a ray of fome 


confequence, Mr. Heron, alias Mr. Pinkerton, has lately 
faid fo much on the fubjeft of ftyle, and has fo immor- 
talized certain authors, who had not a grain of invention, 
fuch as Virgil, &c. &c.* that it is highly neceffary for me 
to attend to this circumftance. Now, it is a general rule 
among critics to call that good writing in which the ftyle 
is beft adapted to the fubjeét. With this grand regulation 
dire&tly before me, I think I cannot poffibly miftake the 
ftyle in which this work ought to be treated; and this, for 
the fake of my Oxford and Cambridge friends, I prove 
fyllogiftically, thus :—J/aac Bicherflaffe is the fubje& ; 
Tfaac was a bold and familiar man ; ergo, the ftyle ought to 
be bold and familiar. But unfortunately, the critics are 
not agreed in this point, and it will ftill remain a query, 
what 1s a bold and familiar ftyle?—a query, the folution of 
which deferves a chapter to itfelf, ~ 


* Vide Heron’s Letters on Literature, Syo. 
Crap. 
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Cuap. Il, 


Containing an example of marvellous fine writing. 


IT is natural to fuppofe, and I know I fhall be told by 
the fagacious reader, that a ftyle bold and familiar is a me- 
hitary flyle. 1 muft confefs this affertion wears fome fhew 
of truth, but it is not grounded in faét; for though the 
military ftyle may be very bold, it is not always fufficienily 
familiar to be underftood. It is, if I may ule the phrafe, 
a kind of paffionate ftyle, full of fits and ftarts ; and your 
paflionate ftyle, like your paffionate man, is not always the 
mot intelligible. As I know there are {trong predilections 
in favour of this ftyle, I ought not to cenfure it without 
good reafon; and that the reader x § not think me too pey 
remptory, I fhall here give him a f{pecimen of this fame 
military ftyle. 

“ Our hero—and whom better can we introduce to 
public notice ?>—our hero—poffefling abilities worthy of 
recordance—was brought into the world—and, fuppofing 
the Pythagorean tranfmigration to be grounded in truth— 
we ought to fay—-ouR world—as who would fay, “ Our 
father”—and what metropolis boafts of a father equal to 
the worthy Adiderman who at this moment—a moment 
when {purious gazettes and falfe alarms—alarms propagated 
by intereft, and diffeminated by faftion—for, on the dif- 
femination of falfhoods which—it is our duty—to record 
—falfhoods, than which—nothing—bad as the times are-— 
can equal the falfification—-and which we—attentively vi- 
gilant”—and fo on, ad infinttum. 

Such, my dear reader, is the malttary /lyle ; which, give 
me leave to tell you, is very difficult to write, and ftill 
more difficult to underftand ; I fhall, therefore, leave it to 
the myfterjous writers on politics, and other myftical fub- 
jeéts, and humbly endeavour to give you the “ Life and 
Amufements of Ifaac Bickerftaffe, Jumior,” in a ftyle which 
I am confident will be perfeétly well underftood by all 
thofe who have attained the art of reading. 

It yet remains to be decided what are the conflituent 
principles ef a ftyle bold and familiar; and J thould here 

give 
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give a very long and lerrned differtation on the fubjett, 
were not my reader impatient to be introduced to Mr. 
Bickerftaffe, to whom I wiil immediately conduét him, re- 
ferving the other fubje& for a fpectal treatife on all kinds 
of flyle, which will make a part of this work, in a proper 
lace.—Mr. I/aac Beckerflaffe, then, the gentleman whofe 
ife we are about to tranfmit to future ages, was—but that 
muft be referved for the next chapter. 


[To be continued. } 



















For the GENERAL MAGAZINE. 






Mr. EpirTor, 


Part of a colleGion of Letters has lately fallen into my 
hands, copies of which I mean to fend you from time 
to time, ond I truft they will prove acceptable to your 
readers as well as yourfelf; for they are the joint pro- 
duction of two elegant lovers, wha corre/panded under 
the ficlitious names of FREDERICK and FELICIA; 
but the letters Iaffure you are genuine; and in the 
courfe of the copatcileen. wt wll probably be difco- 
vered who the writers were, by thofe who are any ways 
converfant with the connextons which have*taken. place 
among the more @evated ranks of life within thefe laft 


ten years. 
Iam, SIR, 
Your moft obedient fervant, 
Berkeley-fquare, G.M 
July 9, 1787. sae 






















ORIGINAL LETTERS. 
LETTER I. 













FREDERICK ro FELICIA. 


VER refined, and ever inftru€tive, how fhall I thank 

my Felicia for her laft letter? Indeed, I rejoice at, 

and yet am afhamed of your fuperiority. Nature gave you 
an elegant mind; education has rendered it accomplifhed ; 
but 
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But take—fo much talked of, and fo little underflood— 
tafte has diftinguifhed you from others, who are alfo ele« 
gant and accomplifhed. For I am not yet fo much of a 
lover—I mean a Quixotic lover—as to infift that you alone 
are elegant and accomplifhed : fhe muft be fond of vulgar 
praife, and know but little of the world, who can fuffer 

eneral and unmeaning adulation to approach her in the 
form of a compliment. No, my dear Felicia, I have feen 
others elegant and accomplifhed ; but in none have I dif- 
covered fo much tafte. ‘ How do you mean ?”—Indeed I 
can fcarcely tell. Suppofe the different qualities of Venus 
to have been allotted to a few favoured mortals, I fhould 
fuppofe Lady T had the neck, Mrs. B the lips, 
‘Lady F the eye, Mrs. M the bofom—* Mercy 
onus! what nothing allotted to me !”—Yes, my love! to ' 
you, and you only, has fhe given the ceflus! and in my 
mythology, the ceftus of Venus is neither more nor lefs 
than exquifite tafte and Jenfibility. 

I was diftrefled laft night with your fituation at fupper : 
that booby K on one hand, and his fuperannuated 
aunt on the other: the former afking filly queftions; and 
the latter giving good advice !—a goole initruéting a night- 
ingale to fing! I hope the old lady places her monitory in- 
guntions among her works of /upererogation—for they 
were certainly needlefs, 

Was not you charmed with the nephew's defcription of 
Afcot races ?—Pardon me, I faw the tear ftart into your 
eye when he mentioned the effeéts of the goading-f{pur--- 
unfeeling wretch! to call that /port which derives its ex- 
iftence from lacerating the fides, and giving pain to anani- 
mal which, in its kind, is fo much more noble than him- 
felf !—And yet Mifs G— was captivated with the relation, 
and lamented her abfence from the enchanting diverfion !— 
What a miferable thing is it to be obliged to endure the 
company of fuch people !—Whhat a facrifice of time, and 
of a!] that is dear, to unmeaning flupidity!— Surely the 
hours are {wiftly approaching when we {fhall choofe our 
company, and banifh the ridiculous ceremonies of life fot 
the inexpreflible felicities of conjugal affef&tion. Adieu, 
my Felicia! —Accelerate thofe hours, and complete the 
happinels of your FREDERICK. 


LET- 
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FELICIA to FREDERICK. 


HAD I not a very favourable opinion of your fincerity; 
1 fhould be much tempted to rénounce your correfpon- 
dence. Indeed, Frederick, your letters abound in too 
many compliments, and, uniefs you fometimes {prinkle 
them with the falt of admonition and animadverfion, I am 
likely to become very vain; and then you will have to 
unfay all that you have faid. Beware of this, my good 
friend; it is by women as by patriots—adored this mo- 
ment—execrated the next. ar 

If ever that time fhall arrive, in’ which we can “ choofe 
our company,” I fear we fhall not be able greatly to avail 
ourfelves of the opportunity ; for where fhall we find the 
affociates you fo much delight in? Our acquaintance is 
general, and yet we know but two to whofe converfation 
you can attend with any degree of patience :—fo many 
tares, and fo little wheat in the Auman crop of this exten- 
five field, —the world! 

I wifh your ideas refpe&ting general fociety were not 
quite fo elevated. You muft doubtlefs experience more mi- 
fery than thofe of lefs cultivated underftanding; for every 
day fomething muft occur .to hurt your feelings. I am 
inclined to think that had you lived among the philofo- 
phers of Greece, you would have been a difciplé of He- 
raclitus. As all extremes lead to érror, I am an enemy to 
both him and Democritus. I think it a great weaknefs to 
weep for the generality of human frailty ; and an indubi- 
table proof of an unfeeling mind to laugh at it—But 
what am I about ?—Preaching to Frederick !—This is, in- 
deed; “a goofe inftructing a nightingale to fing!” —Adieu ! 


FELICIA. 
























‘en. 


2 idea fuggefted in the following letter we have, in part, 
Oe ae and they be cheefly adhered to in ses 
ubfequent Number. We hope that the writer of ths 
whimfcalepifile will oblige us with his future corre/pon- 
dence; and we are happy, thugh Jo much of the month 
was elapfed before we received it, in giving his prefent 
favour an immediate tnfertion. | 


To the Epitor of the GENERAL MAGAZINE. 


My dear Mr. EpitTor! 


OU never was more out in your life than in your 
notions of a Magazine !—TI have two fets of friends, 

who in their judgments are as oppofite as light and dark- 
nefs, and you have pleafed neither !—The firft is compofed 
of gentlemen, properly and truly fo called, and they com- 
plain—and, in my confcience, I believe their complaint is 
juft—that your paper, and your plates, and your printing, 
and I know not what, are all too good for a Magazine !— 
and that the giving in, as it were, of SHAKSPEARE’S 
PLAys is downright extravagance!—and, between our- 
felves, I think fo too. Well, Sir, the other fet, are of 
your men who love a mortal deal for their money ; who 
have no notion of fine engravings, elegant printing, and 
all fuch nonfenfe as that. They love to fee things in the 
good old way, and would have been better pleafed if you 
had given them a paper fimilar to that ufed for the feffions- 
paper, a very {mall print, wonderful long ftories—and the 
older the better--with a new and complete edition of the 
London Fefter, inftead of that fame Shak 'peare’s Plays !— 
This would have been doing bufinefs; and inftead of your 
magazines being feen carelefsly tumbled in the pariour- 
windows of great folks, or preferved, like fo many Queen 
Anne farthings, by the curious, they would have been 
ufefully employed by chandlers, and fuch like ingenious 
people, who are great diffeminators of literature, and your 
name might have come into fome degree of eftimation 
arong avery numerous clafs of people.—Thus you fee, 
fome think you give too much, and fome too little. For 
my part—-though I am old, and not eafily pleafed—I have 
I no 
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no fault to find, except in refpe&t to one article—and I am 
humbly of opinion, with all due deference to your Editor- 
fhip’s judgment, that if, inftead of Selected Profe, you 
would give us all original, or enlarge your Review—do 
you take me? “ Nay,” like the old Nurfe in Romeo, “ I 
do bear a brain !’—and if you ufe my hint, egad, I know 
not whether I may not fend you my portrait, and give you 
an account of my own life. And fo, my good friend, 
withing you health and fuccefs—for I fee your aim is good— 
I remain 
Your’s, &c. 


Henry Humpuries. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS. 





The Trial of Mr. Fohn Palmer, Comedian, and Manager of 
the Royalty Theatre, in Wells-ftreet, near Well-clo/e- 
Square, for opening the faid Theatre in defiance of an 
al made in the 10th year of Geo. II. Taken in the Olym- 
pian fhades, before the Right Hon. Fuflice Shak/peare, 
ce. Ge. Takenin fhort-hand by Auguftus Polydore, gto. 


Price 1s. Ridgeway. 


N this mock trial, it was natural to expeét a great deal 
of wit, or a profundity of argument. There was in- 
deed, an excellent-opportunity for a difplay of both. The 
author, however, has not availed himfelf of that oppor- 
tunity. From this hafty produétion it would be unjuft to 
draw any conclufions, either pro or con, refpeéting the lite- 
rary talents of Auguftus Polydore. 


A Review 
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A Review of the prefent contefs between the managers of the 
Winter theatres, the little theatre in the Haymarket, and 
the Royalty-Theatre in Well-clofe-/quare Lo which are 
added, feveral authentic papers. 8vo. 1s.6d. Stalker. 


In this review the author’s principal objeé is to cenfure 
the condu& of Meflrs. Harris, Colman, &c. for not mak- 
ing a more early declaration of their oppofition to Mr. 
Palmer, who, he allows, was “ culpable for keeping the 
performers in the dark” refpeéting his authority. Though 
we cannot but condemn the oppofition in ¢ofe, we fee not 
how it could have been commenced before it was known 
whether Mr. P. had alegal fan&tion or not. The pamphlet 
has nothing in point of argument, or neatnefs of ftyle, 
to recommend it; and the “ authentic papers” fuperadded 
are nothing more than the letters which have appeared in 
the public prints, from Mr. Harris, Quick, &c. 


A very plain flate of the Cafe, or the Rayalty-Theatre verfus 
the Theatres Royal, &c. 8vo. 1s. 6d. Murray. 


An an{wer to the foregoing article, over which it has the 
advantage of ftyle and argument. The author, though he 
is rather virulent, in a great meafure, exculpates Mr. Pal- 
mer: “ Standing forward the oftenfible chief in the con- 
du&t of this bufinefs, Mr. P. muft of courfe receive and 
fuffer the greateft part of the odium which accompanies it ; 
but thofe who know him, know, that had his been the con- 
du€&t and the rule, fuch illiberality would never have 
marked the progrefs of the fcheme.” On a certain fet of 
juftices, and an editor of a newfpaper, the author “ charges, 
primes, prefents, and fires,” without mercy! Talk of 
your Dutch commotions !—we hope that the quantity of 
ink already ufed by the combatants for and againft the 
Royalty-Theatre, will greatly exceed all the blood that 
may be fhed by the patriotic maniacs of Holland! 


Edward or the Curate; a poem, in three cantos. By the 
Rev. Samuel Hoole, A. M. gto. 38. Dodiley. 


The Curate is an amiable charafer, and, like moft cu- 
rates, poor; but his poverty does not hide his merits from 


Caroline, a young lady, whofe father, on their marriage, 
Ie renounces 
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renounces her with curfes, and, dying, leaves the whole 
of his riches to his fon. Edward’s family and poverty en- 
creafing, he fees his Caroline a prey-to all the horrors of 
poverty, becoms melancholy, and in the end, both die.— 
Some of the defcriptive parts of this poem have great 
merit; but the author is not lappy in his dialogue, which 
prefents nothing new ; there is aHo an inexcufable vulgarity 
~ the language of the father; nor can we approve of the 
idea, 

See Edward now a withered, thapelefs fprite, 

Crawi to his love 

But it is painful to dwell on defefts, when they are more 

than counterbalanced by beauties: we are only forry that 
the whole was not equally worthy of approbation, with the 
following ftanzas from different parts. 





Meanwhile, at idle hours, with ardent gaze, 
His eye the page of chivalry devours, 
Oft o’er wild heaths with armed Knight he ftrays, 
Or talks with beauteous dames in myrtle bowers ; 
But more on Milton’s bold, majeftic ftrains, 
And Pope’s harmonious verfe he loves to dwell, 
Ne yet Dan Spenfer’s fairy fong difdains, 
Tho’ quaint the phrafe, I ween, it pleas’d him paffing well. 


One fatal eve, what time the night’s pale queen 
Sheds on her rifing orb a feeble ray, 

Won by the ftillnefs of the fylvan fcene, : 
But more by leve feduced, too long they ftray ; 

The moffy cell their weary fteps invites, 
The rufhy couch a homely feat fupplies, 

O! fee the day deferts yon weftern heights ! 

Ah! inconfiderate pair!—but when were; lovers wife ? 

The reader will obferve, from thefe two flanzas, that 
Mr. Hoole’s is partly an imitation of Spenfer's verfification. 
If we are not perfeétly. fatisfied with the poem before us, 
we have every reafon to believe the author capable of gra- 
tifying our utmoft wifhes when next, “ in glen obfcure, 


he wooes the favouring mufe.” 


Profe on feveral occafions ; accompanted with fome pieces in 
verfe. By George Colman. 3 vols. 12m0, Price 12s. Cadell. 


This colle&tion will be highly acceptable to every lover 
of real genius. It is well known, that Mr. C. has occa- 
fionally favoured the public with elegant and humorous 
ellays, 
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effays, through the medium of the public prints. From 
thofe prints, with a feleétion of more important articles, 
many of them original, we have here fuch of his tem- 
porary productions as are well worth prefervation. The 
tranilation of what is generally called’ Horace’s Art of 
Poetry, is accompanied by notes which at once evince Mr. 
C.’s erudition and critical fagacity. Inhis ‘Thoughts on 
Education,” he combats, with great ftrength of argument, 
the principles of Mr. Locke, and other eminent writers, 
on that hackneyed fubje&. Our limits will not permit us 
to enumerate the various pieces that bear the ftamp of pe- 
culiar excellence : in faé, it were needlefs, for the charac- 
ter of Mr. C. asa writer, both in profe and verfe, has 
been long eftablifhed; and we fhall only add, that had we 
feen no more than the effays entitled the Gentleman and 
the Genius, they would have warranted us in the pro- 
nouncing the author to be both the one and the other. 


The Wrongs of Africa, a poem. Part the Firf. gto. 
Faulder. 


It is not frequently the Jot of modern poetry to unite 
the moft important truths with the graces of compofition; 
its general charatteriftic is to “ play round the head, but 
come not to the heart.” We have here, however, a pro- 
du€iion replete with argument, fentiment, and imagery. 
The fubjeét is in the highef#t degree interefting, and the au- 
thor has been happy’ enough to bring it home to every 
reader’s breaft. The poem is preceded by an animated and. 
well-written Preface, in which it is obferved, among a va- 
riety of other horrid fats, that ‘ thofe dreadful wars 
which fpread from the fhores of the Atlantic to the eaftern 
extremity of Africa, are chiefly undertaken to procure 
flaves as an exchange for the wares of Europe. It is this 
trade, which, fetting juftice.and humanity at defiance, 
crouds the unhappy Africans in the foul and peftilential 
holds of fhips, where twenty-five thoufand verifh annually 
of difeafe and broken hearts.”-—That the fons of Freedom 
fhould be the principal promoters of flavery, and thus ex- 
tend the influence of the moft calamitous of all miferies, 
would be deemed incredible by thofe who do not know that 
toe many of thefe fons of freedom are, to avarice, the moft 

abjeé 
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abjett of flaves, and that avarice is of all paffions the moft un- 
feeling. It were ardently to be wifhed that “ the principles 
of political {cience may foon undergo an univerfal change,” 
and that “ an Englith merchant” may no longer continue 
to be, at one and the fame time, the moft honourable and the 
moft execrable of all human charatters!—Poffibly we may 
live to fee this trade abolifhed; for the author has wel! ob- 
ferved, that “a partial attachment to the errors of their 
country cannot be alleged againft the politicians of the 
prefent day; nor is it ealy to fee how a traffic in the hu- 
man {pecies can be overlooked by thofe among them who 
have any pretenfions to patriotifm or humanity ; nor how 
thofe adherents of liberty, who fo lately fought the battles 
of America, when Britain attempted to retain her autho- 
rity over the colonies fhe had formed, can view, unmoved, 
the real enormities fhe is daily perpetrating in another 
quarter of the globe.” 

Of the poem we have already given a general opinion ; 
but we cannot refrain indulging our readers with an extract 
that they may be enabled to judge of the ftyle, and may be 
induced, with us, to wifh for a continuation, this being only 
the firft part of the author’s plan. Speaking of the trader 
on his voyage : 

O’er th’ Atlantic deep, 
That rolls in vain to fereen its eaftern fhores 
From thy fierce purpofe, on thou plough’ft thy way; 
And firm, and fearlefs, as thy voyage were meant 
On meffages of mercy, feeft unmov’d 
The lightning’s glare, and hear’ft the thunders roll, 
Rezardlefs of their threats; when o’er the main, 
Rides in dread ftate the equino¢tial blatt, 
And fwells th’ infulted ocean, when thy bark 
(The thin partition ’twixt thy fate and thee) 
Labours through all her frame, and loudly threats 
Tisine inftantaneous doom ; thou ftill preferv’it 
Thine execrable aim ; nor ftorms, nor fire, 
Nor felj difeafes, nor impending death, 
Arreft thy purpofe; till the dittant thores 
Of haplefs Afric open on thy fight. 

The author’s account of the manners of the Africans ; 
of the commencement and progrels of the flave trade; of 
European artifice, and Indian fimplicity, are equally in- 
terefling and poetical, without having recourfe to fittion, 
as he juftly declares, that ‘ on this fubjeét Truth defies the 
exaggeration of paffion, or. the embellifhments of ima- 


gination. sd 
The 
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Fhe Plotting Managers, a poetical fatirical interlude; to 
which is prefixed a Letter to Lord S—d—y, on his ree 
—— the fupprefiion of the Royalty-Theatre. By 


Peter Pindar, jun. 4to. Price 1s. James, &c, 


The principal intention of this interlude is, in the mo 
{currilous terms,. to vilify Mr. Colman, who is accufed of 
*« writing books and prologues,” by a man who ought not 
to write any thing. 


Poems, chiefly in the a diale#. By Robert Burns. 
vo. 6s. Edinb. Creech. 


By general report we learn, that R. B. is a plough-boy, 
of fmall educatian, but blefled by nature with a powerful 
genius, His fubjetts are not, as might have been expeéted, 
confined to the objeéts which furround him : he is fatirical 
as well as paftoral, and humorous as well as elegiac. Thus 
he {peaks of a certain great chara¢ter ; 


For you, young Potentate o’ ¥W——, 
I tell your Highne/s fairly, 

Down Pleafure’s ftream, wi’ fwelling fails, 
I’m tauld ye’re driving rarely ; 

But fome day ye may gnaw your nails, 
An’ curfe your folly fairly, 

That e’er ye brak Diana’s pales, 
Or rattl’d dice wi’ Charlie ; 

By night or day. 


And thus of a popular orator: 
Yon ill-tongu’d tinki€r, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi’ his jeers an’ mocks ; 


But gee him’t het, my heartycocks! 
E’en cowe the cadic ! 


An’ fend him to his dicing-box 
An’ {porting lady, 


It is greatly to be lamented that thefe poems are “ chiefly 
in the Scottifh dialeét,” as it muft neceffarily confine their 
beauties to a {mall circle of readers, and as the author has 
given good fpecimens of his {kill in the Englith; probably 
in the humorous pieces the {pirit might evaporate with the 
diale&t ; but in the ferious compofitions we fhould have 


been more highly gratified had the language been of a 
piece 
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piece with the following ftanza, which we quote not only 
as very elegant, but highly poetical : 
oO papPy love! where love like this is found ! 
O heart-felt raptures! blifs beyond compare ! 
I’ve paced much this weary, mortal round, 
And fage Experience bids me this declare— 
“ If heaven a draught of heavenly pleafure {pare, 
* One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
* *Tis when a youthful, loving, modeft pair, 
* In other’s arms, breathe out the tender tale, 
* Beneath the milk-white thorn that fcents the ev’ning gale!” 

We are happy to obferve prefixed to this colleftion of 
natural genius and ftrong fenfe, a lift of fubfcribers, at 
once fo numerous and refpeétable, as to do honour to the 
author’s countrymen, and whofe bounty we truft will enable 
him to preferve that independence of mind, and to indulge 
himfelf in thofe flights of imagination which he appears 
to poffefs in an eminent degree, and which conftitute the 


genuine poet of nature. 


Mifellaneous poems, by W. Gillum. To which 1s added, a 
Farce, called, What will the World fay? By the fame 
author. 12mo. gs. Lane. 


We can difcover no peculiar excellence in this collec- 
tion to entitle the author to the praife of a good poet ; but, 
from a very refpettable lift of fubfcribers, we are induced 
to believe that he merits a much higher title—that of a good 
man. The farce of ‘“ What will the World fay ?” is 
greatly fuperior to nine-tenths of the after-pieces which 
have been lately performed in the metropolis. 


Infirudlions to a celebrated Laureat, alias the Progre/s of 
Curtofity ; alias a Birth-day Ode; ahas Mr. Whitbread’s 
Brewhoufe. By Peter Pinder, Efg. gto. 2s. 6d. Kearfley. 


In this poem, which, like fome criminals at the bar of 
the Old Bailey, is diftinguifhed by more names and ala/es 
than crimes, the wicked Peter is, as ufual, extremely witty 
and very {currilous, at the expence of the K—, againit 
whom, in all his late publications, Peter feems to have aimed 
the whole ftrength of his goofe-quill artillery. His pre- 
fent performance is not lefs humorous than the beft of thofe 


which have preceded it; but though, like Voltaire, he 
makes 
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makes us laugh on ferious occafions, our merriment is 
confiderably allayed by feeing wit miferably mifapplied, and 
charaéters audacioufly mifreprefented. The moft excep« 
tionable paflage in the article under review, is a note ona 
line, in ridicule of a prayer, which the note informs us, 
was appointed to be read ** for the miraculous efcape from a 
poor innocent infane woman, who only held out a {mall 
knife in a piece of white paper, for her /overeign to view.” 
Whence arifeth the fagacity of Peter to account for the 
actions of infanity? O Peter! Peter! thou art a merry 
wag ;—“* a wit’s a feather !’—but in the balance of logic and 
loyalty—thou art weighed, and found wanting! 


Poetical Effays on moral Jubjedts : to which is added a Win 
ter-piece. By a Youth. 8vo. 1s. 6d. Buckland, &c. 


Weare glad to find a Youth, and in London, fo well em- 
ployed in his leifure hours; and if hé continues thus to 
cultivate his talents, he may hereafter produce fomething 
worthy of admiration. His préfent effays, as the efforts of 
a youthful mufe, merit commendation ; but we advife him, 
if he wifhes to write profe with real elegance, to avoid the 
flyle adopted in his ‘* Winter-piece,” and to improve on 
that of his dedication, which is “ of good promife.” 
There are feveral inaccuracies, which, however, it would 
be hypercritical to notice. 


The Oecononiy [Economy] of Charity; or, an Addrefs to 
Ladies concerning Sunday-Schools, Gc. Gc. By Mrs. 
Trimmer, 12mo. 28.6d. Longman, Robinfon,and Johnfon. 


Of Sunday-fchools fo much has been faid, that we 
did not expeét to find any thing new on the fubjeét; but 
Mrs. T, has agreeably deceived us; and we cannot help 
pronouncing her “ Economy of Charity” to’be not only 
the beft defence of, but the moft perfe& direftory for, 
Sunday-fchools, that has engaged our attention. An un- 
juft prejudice has arifen againft this inftitution, by affimi- 
Jating the idea of a Sunday-fchool with that of a boarding- 
[chool ; but it has been well remarked, that “an early habit 
of reverencing the fabbath-day muft be laid in the rifing 
generation as one of the foundation-ftones of that refor- 
mation, fo devoutly to be wifhed for by all ferious perfons ;” 

and 
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and to effe& this, nothing can be better calculated than 
thefe fchools, in which children are to be inftruéted in re- 
ligious and that ufeful learning neceffary to eftablifh good 
principles, and to form worthy charaéters ; and not to fill 
the mind with idle {peculation, or ufelefs {cience. “ Never,” 
fays Mrs. T. “ was there an age that furnifhed greater ad- 
vantages than the prefent does for the improvement of the 
head : would to God that the hearts of young perfons were 
as well attended to!”—This is the grand deteét of moft 
boarding-fchools, but can never operate to the prejudice of 
the new inftitution, becaufe its bafis is that religion, the 
true knowledge of which utterly prevents the abufe of 
every other kind of learning. In an appendix, Mrs. T. 
has given an account of the Sunday-fchools in Old Brent- 
ford ; with accounts of the regulations, and copies of the 
*« Admonitions to the children;”’ fo plain, and fo admirably 
calculated to produce, and a€tually productive of fuch happy 
effeéts, as muft turn all obje€tion into fomething mere than 
approbation. Mrs. T. has enriched her book with many 
pertinent and fenfible remarks on education in general, and 
every {pecies of charity; and makes feveral judicious pro- 
pofals refpeéting the employment of the poor, &c. fre- 
quently appealing to the judgment and feelings of her 
readers, in language at once fimple and elevated, nervous 
and pathetic. 


Letters to Fofeph Priefley, LL.D. F.R.S. occafoned by 
his late controverfial writings. By the Rev. M. Madan. 
1gmo. 38s. Dodfley. 


Dr. Prieftley has of late years rendered himfelf fo confpi- 
cuous for verfatility of oprion in regard to religious mat- 
ters, and his theological works have multiplied with fuch ra- 
pidity, as to difguft thofe of fteady principles, and quite con- 
found his admirers, who are at a lofs to difeover what 
the Doétor’s religious principles are, or whether he hath 
any atall. ‘* A fincere love of truth,” as they call it, and a 
thirft after philofophical, rather than religious knowledge, 
have induced Dr. P. and moft of our modern “ liberal- 
minded men’’ to draw their conclufions refpeéting the 
Deity, from every other fource but that from which alone 


flow the waters of life, that are able to make wife unto 
falvation, 
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falvation. The controverfy between Dr. P. and Dr. 
Horfley, Mr. Howes, the Dean of Canterbury, &c. re- 
lates fo much to the ancient fathers, ecclefiaftical hiftory, 
and verbal criticifm, that it is become a difquifition fo vo- 
luminous and learned, as to be more immediately calculated 
for fuch whofe duty it is to make themfelves particularly 
acquainted with the menutie of the enquiry. Mr. M. in 
the letters before us, leaving the controverfy on its en- 
larged {cale, to the able defenders of Chriftianity and the 
immediate opponents of Dr. P. attacks all thofe propofi- 
tions advanced by the Doétor, * the yery reverfe of which « 
contains the on/y hope of falvation which he (Mr. M.) 
can entertain either for himfelf or others. Therefore,” 
continues Mr. M. “ with my Hebrew Bible before me, as 
the great foundation of all the religious truths which we 
are acquainted with, together with the New Teftament, as 
the beft, and, indeed, the only comment on the Hebrew 
S.S. I will venture an attack on the confident and mon- 
ftrous affertions of Dr. P.”—Such is the defign of Mr, 
M. which he hath executed with {kill, in a plain and un- 
ambiguous manner, and by confuting Dr. P. from {ferip- 
ture only, and thus bringing into one point of view the 
evangelic and apoftolic tenets, as oppofed to thofe of Dr. 
P. the author has rendered an acceptable fervice to all 
fuch as venerate the fublime doétrines of Chriftianity, and 
with to fee the futility of their adverfaries expofed, with- 
out having recourfe to more voluminous publications. 


Spanifh Memoirs ; in a feries of original letters: containing 
the Hiftory of Donna Tabella, Dalla Villarea, &c. Pub- 
lifhed by the author of Marta; ar, the Generous Riflic. 
3 vols, 12mo. gs, Eiliot, &c. 


Donna Ifabell2, the heroine of this flory, after various 
adventures, common enough in Spanifh plots, is at length, 
as every heroine wifhes to be, happily married. The tale 
has nothing particular to recommend it, nor is the ftyle 
above the common run of novels.—The moral deferves 
commendation ; and to recommend patience under afflic- 
tions, and the fubduing of illicit defires, is a duty pecu- 
liarly incumbent on the writers of modern ftories, intended 
for female perufal. 


K a Principles 
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Principles of Tafte; or Elements of Beauty. Alf, Reflec« 
tions on the Harmony of Senfibility and Reafon. To 
which is annexed, a fhort Analyfis of the Human Mind. 
By 7. Donald/on. 8vo. 3s. Edinburgh, printed for the 
author. 


“ To inveftigate the caufe of beauty, and to explain the 
connexion between outward elegance and virtue,” are the 
objeéts of this author’s attention in the firft part of his 
work, The fubjeéts are not only interefting in themfelves, 
but have engaged the pens of fo many eminent writers, 
that we defpaired of finding any thing new without the 
fhackles of fyftem; for an adherence to fyftem is always 
produétive of novelty, and generally of abfurdity. The 
author of the work before us, renouncing the common 
error of afligning fome one fixed principle as the fole caufe 
of beauty, has very properly explained thofe objeéts to 
be beautiful which “ moft clearly excite gentle perception, 
or “fe, in the fenfes; or fuch as not only produce this 
effeéi, but likewife imply an expreffion af hfe, or leafing 
fenflilty.’ This is the leading pofition of his elements 
of beauty, which he illuftrates under various articles of 
light, found, and motion; and afterwards, in different 
feétions, treats of aflociation, contraft perfonification, &c. 
concluding this part of his work with .obfervations on 
gracefulnefs. To give fome idea of the author's diétion, 
and mode of thinking, we fhall extra&t a few of thefe ob. 
fervations. 

** He who feeks to know the origin of Gracefulnefs, muft look for it in 
his own mind; whatever is graceful there, muft be fo in expreflion. Itisa 
quality analogous to the moft exquifite tendernefs of affection; that fweet 
enthufiafm of aétion which goes hand in hand with beauty ; or, if we may 
be aJlowed the phrafe, it is the /o¢/ of beauty, the esphafs of pleating ex- 
preffion.’’ ** Grace is the fublimity of beauty ; the modeft pride of vir- 
tue; the gentle dignity of love. An attitude expreffive of the penfive and 
pleafing melancholy, a fentiment peculiar to the fineft fouls, is ever moit 
graceful. The lovelieft of the graces has on her face a catt of fadnefs 
mixed with the fweeteft joy.’’ 


The author, whofe whole work “ is intended to afcer- 
tain juft principles of polite fcience, and focial goodnefs,” 
agrees with all the beft writers on thefe fubjeéts, that “ the 
relifh mankind have for true beauty, is in proportion to the 


clearnefs of their moral perceptions; or, in other words, 
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to their love of goodnefs ;”” and hence it is, perhaps, that 
there is found among mankind, and particularly among 
the modern pretenders to refinement and fenfibility, fo 
little relith for true beauty, fo flender an idea of real ta/fte! 

Having eftablifhed his leading principles, and fhewn the 
infeparability of true tafte and moral perception, the au- 
thor is naturally led to the fecond part of his work, “ Re- 
fle&tions on the harmony: of Senfibility and Reafon,” di- 
vided into twelve feétions, and treating of 1. Senfibility, 
2. Tafte and Genius,—g. Poetry, Painting, and Mufic, 
—4. Love and Friendfhip.— 5. Courage and Honour, 
—6. Confcience.—7. Sincerity.—8. Paflion.—g. Tempe- 
rance.—10. Wifdom.—-11. Power. 12. Juftice and 
Mercy. On every one of thefe fubjeéts innumerable 
volumes have been written, and it would be in the higheft 
degree unreafonable to expeét our author’s ideas to be en- 
tirely new: it is, therefore, matter of no {mall commenda- 
tion to acknowledge that feveral of them are not only new, 
but ftriking and ingenious. The ftyle is’ altogether ex- 
cellent, and of the {pecies of which we have few examples 
in the Englifh language, and, perhaps, none more perfe€t 
than that of Dr. Brown, in his Efimate; brief, nervous, 
luminous. Thus, {peaking of Temperance: 

«¢ Superfluity and parade among the vulgar-rich, pafs for elegance and 
greatnefs. ‘To the man of true tafte, temperance is luxury, and fimplicity 
grandeur.’’ 

Thus of a vulgar error refpe€ting Senfibility : 


«¢ The enjoyments or misfortunes of men are to be computed from their 
different degrees of feeling. What can they mean who fpeak of the happi- 
nefs of the infenfible ? Can there be a greater abfurdity, than to envy the 
¢njoyments of fuch as want the power to enjoy ?”’ 


And thus of Friendfhip : 


*¢ They are miftaken who fuppofe, that the moft firm friendfhips fubfitt 
between perfons of exactly fimilar qualities and difpofitions ; fuch fimilarity 
is more likely to produce jealoufy than friendfhip. There thould rather be 
on the one fide a little more judgment, and on the other a little more fenfi- 
bility; and the parties fhould be confcious of each other’s perfections : 
this obfervation holds peculiarly refpecting the fexes. A delicacy of perfon 
and of mind, approaching to weaknefs, is becoming in a female; lefs foft- 
nefs, and more ftrength are expected in the male ; they ought to make up a 
complete character togethey, rather than two alike perfect and diftin& ones ; 
the difpofitions of one fex being qualified by the proper perfections. of the 
other. Nature, by diftinguifhing the characters of the fexes, has removed 
all rivalfhip between them, which, otherwife, might have been a hinderance 
A the union of love and friendfhip,”? Thi 
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This laft fentence naturally reminds us of the well-krown 
and beautiful fable of Plato, which, doubtlefs, wasmeant, in 
his fublime and allegorical manner, to illuftrate this ‘juit and 
philofopical idea. 

We come now to the lJaft part of the author’s work, 
* An Analyfis of the Human Mind ;” another fubjett of 
inexhauftible fyftem and abfurdity. This the author has 
treated with great ingenuity and perfpicuous fimplicity. 
But though we heartily join with him in his contempt of 
the multiplication of miferable differences without diltine- 
tion, which fancy has miftaken for philofophy, we ate at 
a lofs to conceive, where he found the affirmation, ‘“ that 
the incredulous muft be immoral; and that the moft ridicu- 
lous falfhoods are to be believed becaufe they are fur- 
prifing; things impoflible credited, for this very caufe, that 
they are impoffibilities ; it is our duty only humbly to ad- 
mire !”—We have a better opinion of the heart of our 
author than to fuppofe that thefe infinuations are meant as 
farcafms on thofe fundamental doftrines of Chriftianity, 
which to us, may appear as myfteries and impoffibilities, 
We are not, however, to believe impoflibilities becaufe they 
are fuch; but if the belief of certain fatts or propofitions, 
apparently impoffible, are propofed to us as objetts of 
faith, and the full poffeffion of that faith is requifite to en- 
fure the approbation of an omnifcient being, furely that 
philofophy is diabolical which would teach a finite being 
to afirm, that to be impoffible and abfurd which has the at- 
teftation of the deity in fupport of its poffibility and its 
veracity. 

Exclufive of the paflages which have excited thefe re. 
fleftions, and which we conceive to be of dangerous ten- 
dency, we cannot but.regard this work as a happy {pecimerr 
of a bold and manly writer, giving {cope to elevated feel- 
ings and juft conceptions, and renouncing, with contempt, 
the jargon of metaphyfics, and the reveries of that phi- 
Jofophy which ‘s contradi€tory to common fenfe. 

We are aftonifhed to find an author fo well acquainted 
with the extent of the Englifh language, coining two 
words ; ellective, for electrical; and /uperiorly, for /uperlar 
tively, 
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The Life of the Count Cagltoftro; containing an authentic 
relation of the uncommon incidents that befel him during 
his refidence in England, in the years 1776 and 1777. 
Is arrival in France; his commitment to the Baftile; 
his trial, acquittal, and bantfhment ; his return to England 
an 1786; particular anecdotes of him till 1787; and 
laftly, a detail of the circumftances which occaftoned his 
departure to Switzerland. 8vo. 3s. 6d. Hookham. 


This is a plain, well-written, and, for any tiring we know, 
a genuine account and vindication of a very fingular cha- 
racter. If he has duped others, he has not been lefs a dupe 
himfelf; and we are inclined to believe, that the greater 
part, if not the whole, of his misfortunes have originated in 
the villany and ingratitude of others——In the perufal of 
this work, we are naturally led to obferve the difference 
between the laws of England and France, and to lament the 
vaft fuperiority of the former over the latter; for, why 
fhould not good laws pervade all countries? If, however, 
the French have not fo many good laws to abufe, the meaner 
officers in their execution are as dexterous in difgracing 
them and their country, as that numerous and infarhous 
tribe among us, who are daily converting the greatelt of 
bleffinys into the worft of curfes:—Such is the influence of 
avarice, and of the fhocking propenfity mankind have to 
harafs and diftrefs one another! 


Genuine and authentic Memoirs of a well-known Woman of 
Intrigue, 3c. Written by herfelf. 2 vols. 12mo. 5s. Ridge- 
way. 

A fnare for the unwary! an infamous attempt to extract 
five fhillings for the miferable drudgety of fome catch- 
penny memoir-maker, who, by an alluring title, would in- 
duce the public to purchafe an egregious compound of 
ribaldry and nonfenfe. 


The Garriciad,a Poem. By a Gentleman; being a Companion 
to Churchill, gto. 1s. 6d. Symonds. 


This ‘ gentleman-companion to Churchill,” we appre- 
hend to be no other than the Bell-man of Puddledock, fome- 
what elevated with an extra pot of Whithread’s Intire! 

Excurfions 
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Excurfions io Parnaffus ; or, the Entertainment of a Sint- 
mer’s Vacation. 4 a Gentleman of the Univerfity of Cam- 
bridge. 4to. 2s. 6d. Deighton. 


Thefé “ Excurfioris” difcover a poetical genius which, 
if cultivated, may hereafter be produétive of great things. 
The “ Ode to Fancy” reminds us of Langhorne’s elegant 
“‘ Vifions,” and the “ Family Fracas” is not an unhappy 
imitation of Chaucer’s fpirit and manner. We do not 
mean by thefe obfervations to infinuate that the author 
has not originality, but that he knows how to make the 
beit ufe of it. 


Sermons, by G. Gregory, F. A. S. To which are prefixed 
Thoughts on the Compofition and Delivery of a Sermon. 
8vo. 6s. Johnfon. 


Thefe fermons, feventeen in number “ are adapted in 
general to the bufinefs of common life, and are calculated 
to be: prattically ufeful ;” and muft, therefore, be more 
acceptable to the generality of readers, than a feries of 
difcourfes on a particular do€trine, or critical difquifitions 
of fcriptural phrafes—But what will more peculiarly re- 
commend this volume to clerical readers, are the ““ Thoughts 
on the Compofition and Delivery of a Sermon,” which, 
indeed, difplay much good fenfe, tafte, and judgment. 
The grand divifions of this differtation are, the choice of 
a fubje&t ; the arrangement and the ftyle ; with curfory ob- 
fervations refpeéting manner or delivery. Befides that in- 
ftruétion which is the more immediate objeét of thefe 
“ Thoughts,” they contain fome hiftorical and interefling 
information refpefting this fpecies of compofition; and 
we cannot but heartily recommend them to all thofe whe 
mean to write fermons, and who may not have formed any 
regular plan for the execution of that which, if not done 
with judgment, were better left undone. We think, too, 
that were Mr. G. to give this part of his work as a feparate 
publication, he would be rendering a fervice to many of 
the clergy, and, eventually, to religion itfelf. 
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ROMANTIC SCENES. 


From Corpiner’s Antiquities of the Scenery of the North of 
SCOTLAND) 


[Continued from our laft.] 


HEN travelling through the foreft, one can fcarcely 

help being ftruck with the amazing fize and vene- 

rable appearance of the more ancient trees. Some of 

them ftanding in a kind of folitary majelty, on the higher 

grounds, at a diftance from the woods: others, which 

through age and infirmity, have yielded to the winter {torms 

and the ravages of time, are laid along the ground a lengtlt 

of feventy feet, and have torn up, with their enormous roots, 

fuch piles of earth as look at a diftance like ruins, and give 
the foreft a moft auguft and forlorn appearance. 

Some were aged, hollow, perforated trunks, which have 
not been torn up from the roots, but whofe ftems and 
branches are buried round them, ftill projeéting from the 
foil, and gradually decaying in all the original wildnefs of 
nature, have fomething extremely venerable and pitturefque 
about them. The dark brown furze and grey heath, 
fprinkled with leaves of bright green; and decked with 
the varioufly-coloured and thewy berries of the fmall 
fhrubs, which already find their foi! on the withering tim- 
ber; make a contraft, like the hoary greatnefs of declining 
years, with the {prightly fallies of afpiring youth, not to be . 
paffed by unadmired: with thefe, decaying nature is fpring- 
ing forth in other forms ; and every trunk is curiched with 
bloffoms not its own. 
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No Life pleafing to Gop that 1s not ufeful io Max. 










An EASTERN STORY. 


From the Avventurer of Dre HAAWNESWORTH. 




























YTHAGORAS being afked, in what man could re. | 
i femble the Divinity ? juflly anfwered, “ In benefi- 
| cence and truth.” 

| In the Perfian Chronicle of the five hundred and thir- 
feenth year of the Heigyra, it is thus written. 


Of the Letter of Cosrou, the Iman. 








It pleafed our mighty fovereign, Abbas Carafcan, from 
whom the kings of the earth derive honour and dominion, 
to fet Mirza, his fervant, over the province of Tauris. In 
the hand of Mirza the balance of diftribution was fufpended 
with impartiality ; and under his adminiftration the weak 
were proteéted, the learned received honour, and the dili- 
gent became rich: Mirza, therefore, was beheld by every 
eye with complacency, and every tonge pronounced blefs- 
ings upon his head. But it was obferved that he derived 
no joy from the benefits which he diffufed: he became pen- 
five and melancholy; he fpent his leifure in folitude ; in 
his palace he fat motionlefs upon a fofa; and when he 
went out, his walk was flow, and his eyes were fixed upon the 
ground : he applied to the bufinefs of flate with reluc- 
tance, and refolved to relinquith the toil of government, 
of which he could no longer enjoy the reward. He 
therefore obtained permiffion to approach the throne of 
our fovereign; and being afked, what was his reque{t ? he 
made this reply : ‘* May the lord of the world forgive the 
* {lave whom he has honoured, if Mirza prefume again 
** to Jay the bounty of Abbas at hisfeet. ‘Thou haft given 
* me the dominion of a country fruitful as the gardens of 
« Damafcus ; a city, glorious above all others, except that 
only which refleéts the {plendour of thy prefence. But the 
‘ longeft life is a period fcarce fulficient to prepare for 
« death; all other bufinefs is vain and trivial, as the toil of 
* emmets in the path of the traveller, under whofe foot 
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they perith for ever, and all enjoyment is unfubftantial 
and evanefcent, as the colours of the bow that appears 
in the interval of a ftorm. Suffer me, therefore, to pre- 
pare for the approach of eternity; let me give up my 
foul to meditation ; let folitude and filence acquaint me 
with the myfteries of devotion; let me forget the world, 
and by the world be forgotten, till the moment arrives, 
in which the veil of eternity fhall fall, and I fhall be 
found at the bar of the Almighty.” Mirza then bowed 
himfelf to the earth, and ftood filent.—By the command 
of Abbas it is recorded, that at thefe words he trembled 
upon that throne, at the footilool of which the world pays 
homage: he looked round upon his nobles; but every 
countenance was pale, and every eye was upon the earth, 
No man opened his mouth; and the king firft broke filence, 
after it had continued near an hour. 

“ Mirza, terror and doubt are come upon me. I am 
alarmed as a man who fuddenly perceives that he is near 
the brink of a precipice, and is urged forward by an 
irrefiftible force: but yet I know not whether my danger 
is a reallity or a dream, I am as thou art, a reptile of 
the earth ; my life is a moment ; and eternity, in which 
days, and years, and ages are nothiag, eternity is before 
me, for which I alfo fhould prepare: but by whom then 
muft the faithful be governed ? by thofe only who have 
no fear of judgment? by thofe only, whofe life is brutal, 
becaufe, like brutes, they do not confider that they fhall 
die ? or who indeed are the faithful ? are the bufy mul- 
titudes that croud the city, in a flateof perdition ? and 
is the cell of the Dervife alone the gate of paradife ? 

“ To all, the life of a Dervife is not poffible ; to all, 

therefore, it cannot be a duty. Depart to the houfe 

which has in this city been prepared for thy refidence : 

I will meditate the reafon of thy requeft; and may he 

who illuminates the mind of the humble, enable me te 

determine with wifdom !” 

Mirza departed, and on the third day, having received 
no. command, he again requefted an audience, and it was 
granted. When he entered the royal prefence, his coun- 
tenance appeared more cheerful; he drew a letter from his 
bofom, and, having kiffed it, he prefented it with his right 
hand, “ My lord,” faid he, * Ihave learned by this let, 
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“ ter, which I received from Cofrou the Iman, who now 
** ftands before thee, in what manner life may be beft im- 
** proved. I am enabled to look back with pleafure, and 
** forward with hope; and I fhall now rejoice {till to be the 
“ fhadow of thy power at Tauris, and to keep thofe ho- 
* nours which I fo lately wilhed to refign.” The King, 
who had liftened to Mirza with a mixture of furprize and 
curiofity, immediately gave the letter to Cofrou, and com- 
manded that it fhould be read. The eyes of the Court 
were at once turned upon the boary fage, whofe counte- 
nance was fuffufed with an honeft blufh; and it was not 
without fome hefitation that he read thefe words : 
“¢ To Mirza, whom the wifdom of Abbas, our mighty 
lord, has honoured with dominion, be everlafling 
health! When I heard thy purpofe to withdraw the 
bleflings of thy government from the thoufands of Tau- 
** ris, my heart was wounded with the arrow of affliction, 
** and my eyes became dim with forrow. But who {hall 
** {peak before the king, when he is troubled? and who 
* fhall boaft of knowledge, when he is diftreffed by doubt ? 
** To thee I will relate the events of my youth, whicli thoy 
** haft renewed before me; and thofe truths which they 
** taught me, may the Prophet multiply to thee. 

“ Under the inflru@tion of the phyfician Aleyzar, I ob- 
** tained an early knowledge of his art. To thofe who 
* were {mitten with difeafe, I could adminifter plants, 
which the fun has impregnated with the fpirit of health. 
But the fcenes of pain, languor, and mortality, which 
were perpetually rifing before me, made me often trem- 
ble for myfelf. I faw the grave open at my feet ; I de- 
termined, therefore, to contemplate only the regions 
beyond it, and to defpife every acquifition which I could 
not keep. I conceived an opinion, that as there was no 
merit but in voluntary poverty, and filent meditation, 
thofe who defired money were not proper objects of 
bounty, and that by all who were proper objetts of 
bouniy, money was defpifed. I therefore buried mine in 
the earth, and, renouncing fociety, I wandered into a 
wild and fequeftered part of the country: my dwelling 
* was a cave by the fide of a hill; I drank the running 
water from the fpring, and eat fuch fruits and herbs as | 


cquid find, To increafe the aufterity of my life, I fre- 
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quently watched all night, fitting at the entrance of the 
cave, with my face to the eaft, refigning myfelf to the 
fecret influences of the Prophet, and expeéting illumina- 
tions from above. One morning, after my noéturnal 
vigil, juft as 1 perceived the horizon glow at the approach 
of the fun, the power of fleep became irrefiftible, and I 
funk under it. I imagined myfelf ftill fitting at the en- 
trance of my cell; that the dawn increafed; and that as 
I looked earneftly for the firft beam of day, a dark {pot 
appeared to interrupt it. I perceived that it was in mo- 
tion ; it increafed in fize as it drew near, and at length 
I difcovered it to be an eagle.—I ftill kept my eye fixed 
ftedfaftly upon it, and faw it alight at a {mall diftance, 
where | now defcried a fox whofe two fore-legs appeared 
to be broken. Before this fox the eagle laid part of a 
kid, which fhe had brought in her talons, and then dif; 
appeared. 
** When I awaked I laid my forehead upon the ground, 
and bleffed the Prophet for the inftruétion of the morn- 
ing. I reviewed my dream, and faid thus to myfelf: 
Cofrou, thou haft done well to renounce the tumult, the 
bufine!s, and the vanities of life; but thou haft as yet 
only done it in part; thou art flill eyery day bufied in the 
fearch of food; thy mind is not wholly at reft, neither 
is thy truft in Providence complete. What art thou 
taught by this vifion? If thou haft feen an eagle com- 
miffioned by heaven to feed a fox that is lame, {hall not 
the hand of heaven alfo fupply thee with food; when 
that which prevents thee from procuring it for thyfelf, 
is not neceflity but devotion? I was now fo confident of 
a miraculous fupply, that I negleéted to walk out for my 
repaft, which, after the firft day, I expeéted with an im- 
patience that left me little power of attending to any 
other objeét. This impatience, however, I laboured to 
fupprefs, and perfifted in my refolution ; but my eyes at 
length began to fail me, and my knees {mote each other ; 
I threw myfelf backward, and hoped my weaknefs 
would foon increafe to infenfibility.—But I was fuddenly 
rouzed by the voice of an invifible being, who pronounced 
thefe words: 
Cofrou, I am the angel who, by the command of the 
Almighty, have regiflered the thoughts of thy heart, 
which 
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which I am now. commiffioned to reprove. While thou 
wait attempting to become wife above that which is re- 
vealed, thy folly has perverted the inftruétion which was 
> youchfafedthee. Art thou difabled as the fox ? haft thou 
not rather the power of the eagle? Arife, let the eagle be 
the obje& of thy emulation. To pain and ficknefs, be thou 
again the meflenger of eafe and health. Virtue is not 
reft, but aftion. If thou doft good to man, as an evidence 
of thy love to God, thy virtue will be exalted from moral 
to divine ; and that happinefs, which is the pledge of para- 
dife, will be thy reward upon earth. 

“ At thefe words I was not lefs aftonifhed than if a 
* mountain had been overturned at my feet; I humbled 
* mylelf in the duft; I returned to the city ; I dug up my 
* treafure; I was liberal, yet I became rich. My fkill 
*« in reftoring health to the body, gave me frequent oppor- 
tunities of curing the difeafes of the foul. I put on the 
* facred veftments ; I grew eminent beyond my merit ; and 
* it was the pleafure of the king that 1 fhould fland 
« before him. Now, therefore, be not offended; I boatft 
* of no knowledge that I have not received; as the fands 
* of the defert drink up the drops of rain, or the dew of 
* the morning, fo do I alfo, who am but duft, imbibe the 
** inftru€tions of the Prophet. Believe, then, that it is he 
* who tells thee, all knowledge is prophane, which termi- 
** nates in thyfelf ; and by a life wafted in {peculation, little 
« even of this can be gained. When the gates of Para- 
« dife are thrown open before thee, thy mind fhall be irra- 
* dicated in a moment: here thou canft little more than 
** pile error upon error; there thou fhalt build truth upon 
* truth, Wait, therefore, for the glorious vifion ; and in 
“ the mean time emulate the eagle—Much is in thy 
“ power, and, therefore, much is expeéted of thee. 
** Though the Almighty only can give virtue, yet, as a 
Prince, thou mayeft flimulate thofe to beneficence, wha 
“ a& from no higher motive than immediate intereft : 
* thou canft not produce the principle, but mayeft en- 
* force the practice. The relief of the poor is equal, whe- 
* ther they receive it from oftentation or charity ; and 
* the effetti of example is the fame, whether it be in- 
“ tended to obtain the favour of God or man. Let thy 


 yirtue be thus diffufed; and if thou believeft with re. 
** verence, 
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* verence, thou fhalt beaccepted above-—Farewell. May 
* the {mile_of Him, who refides in the heaven of heavens, 
“ be upon thee! and againft thy name in the volume of 
« his will, may happinefs be written !” 

The King, whofe doubts, like thofe of Mirza, were now 
removed, looked up with a fmile that communicated the 
joy of his mind. He difmiffed the Prince ta his govern- 
ment; and commanded thefle events to be recorded, to the 
end that pofterity may know, “ that no life is pleafing to 
*“ God, but that which is ufeful to mankind!” 





FELICIA ¢o her unfortunate FRIEND. 


By THOMAS BELLAMY. 
My /uffering Penttent, 


ie you ftill preferve your good refolutions—the 
fudden death of your heart-ftruck parent, your own 
deep afflifion—the villainy of your feducer—all con- 
{pired to affeét my mind to that degree, that, till the morn- 
ing after I left my poor Charlotie, fleep was a ftranger to 
my eyes. I wept for my unhappy friend—but then, com. 
forting myfelf, that fhe would have an afylum, where fhe 
would be treated with all that delicacy which marks the 
fenfible and feeling mind, I became more eafy, and at 
laft funk my head on the pillow—while Reafon flept, and 
Fancy raifed the following vifion : 

Deep in the winding path of rural retirement, methoughe 
my heedlefs fteps had rov’d; the fcenes fuited the thoughts 
of melancholy, that wandered back to hours for ever fled, 
and joys remembered, but to {well the tear of forrow. 
The finking fun, fetting in ftreaks of gold, fhot departing 
rays through trees that formed a leafy arch above, giving a 
vifionary gloom, pleafing as that which meets the eye of 
romantic Fancy, when the pained bofom, bending under a 
weight of fufferings, feels a fhort refpite from unutterable 
anguifh. While the mind, the expanded mind, refts on 
future elyfium ; when, lo! a livid flame played before my 
dazzled fight, encircling a female form, robed in the pureit 
white, There was a namelefs fweetnels in the penfive 


fhade, 
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fhade, that difpelled every fear. It waved a lilly hand, and 
gave a heavenly {mile! I obeyed the fign, and was imper- 
ceptibly conveyed 
to a chamber of the filent dead! 

The vaulted fpace was enlightened by the radiance that 
furrounded my vifionary conduétrefs, who, pointing to a 
coffin, yet frefh and unfullied, uttered, with a voice of the 
fweeteft melody, “ View the narrow bed, wherein lie 
mouldering the cold remains of an unhappy parent—the 
ftroke of death was guided by a much-lov'd child! Be- 
hold! behold!” Here, opening her {nowy robe, fhe 
difplayed a bleeding bofom ! “ Thefe ftreams,” cor- 
tinued the lovely phantom, “ have not flowed in vain: 
awhile, my poor deluded wandered in the deceitful paths 
of perdition, but a mother’s broken heart has recalled her 
to herfelf ; you loved my erring child; you pity her pre- 
fent flate—oh! fhelter the forrowing fufferer from the 
taunts of an unfeeling world; and, afflifted by the exam- 
ple of your piety, fhe will foon arrive at that heaven, where 
myfelf and {miling-angels wait to receive her !”—A fud- 
den ftart awaked me—I thought of you—and offered up 
my morning prayer ! 

I know the amiable heart of the elegantly-minded Ma- 
tilda: I know that her fortune can prote& you from dif- 
trefs, and that, aflifted by her worthy Henry, your heart 
will become compofed—ypur departed parent refigned to 
that omnipotent Power, under whofe afflifting hand fhe 
fuffered, I am fure is happy.—I may call my vifion of the 
night a bleffed one; I feel a fomething vent my hopes for 
my beloved and once-erring friend, that gives confidence 
to my prayers, daily offered up for her to the throne of my 
God, and her God. Comfort, then, your foul, my mourn- 
ing friend, but do not with-hold your tears that fometimes 
mutt fall for your honoured parent; they are a juft debt 
to humanity, and—fanétified by heaven! 
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ODE to FEAR. 
By the Honourable ANDREW ERSKINE. 


Lost in the mournful wood at eve, 
While round the awful torrents roll, 
Why fiercely does thy bofom heave ? 
Why weary finks thy fad’ning foul ? 
Or what, along the dark’ning waite, 
Impels thy fteps with eager hafte ? 
What voice feems rufhing on the wind ? 
Why ftop? Why dart a glance behind? 
Alas! thy looks fo wild, thy thoughts fo drear, 
Confefs th’ alarming ftrength, th’ unbounded pow’r of Fear § 


What direful fcenes of woe, as fancy deems, 
Chill the bold heart, and {trike th’ aftonifh’d eye 3 
The vifionary fpeétre frequent gleams, 
And forms terrific float in horror by ; 
The heavy clouds are fettled in the air, 
Loud fighs the gale, the lonely mountains o’er, 
Deep caverns frowning gloom, and montfters glare, 
While ftarting Fear exhaufts her frantic ftore : 
By chains unfeen th’ imagination guides, 
And with a magic force o’er ev'ry thought prefides, 


Away with all thy rueful train, 
Nor caft thy cold pale glance at me! 
Left Reafon quit my tortur’d brain, 
And each mad thought be full of thee: 
%. Yor ever meet my ftartled view, 
Array’d in robe of fanguine hue ; 
¥.Nor near my filent couch be found, 
‘When night is wrapt in darknefs round : 
Away ! and haunt the murd’rer’s care-fraught bed, 
And probe his guilty foul till every blifs be fled, 
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In vain on him the genial god of fleep, 
Pours his {weet flumbers, once fo foft and mild 
In vain they on his fallen eye-lids creep, 
Still broke by vifions, favage all and wild! 
Unnerv’d, and all appall’d, he feems to tread 
With toilfome fteps the dread funereal way 
Where howling phantoms throng athwart the fhade, 
White the wan moon {carce beams her joylefs ray ; 
Or high on hanging cliffs he feems to go, 
And views the deep black ftream that Toop fo ftill below. 













Yet lead him 6n, and let him feel 
The ftings of conicience and remorfe! 
Their penetrating points reveal, 
And wound him with their keeneft force : 
No refpite let the monfter find, 
With ev’ry fury rack his mind, 
And ftill each fad, each ling’ring night, 
Before him ftalk a haggard fight, 
*Till wak’d to mifery he raves and mourns, 
While ev’ry flame of hell within his bofom burns: 










See, at the regal banquet curs’d Macbeth, 
Secure of empire, fecretly rejoice ; 
The fiend feems fmiling at the work of death, 
And heats, with pleafure hears, the murd’rer’s voice : 
When lo! at once Fear’s dreadful pow’r is felt, 
As injur’d Banguo points the livid wound, 
Cold chilling dews upon his forehead melt, 
Fades the gay fcene of {plendour al! around, 
Drops from his nervelefs hand the rofy bow], 
While fluggifh thro’ his veins life’s purple tortents roll, 










And mark where Richard, near his tent, 
Taftes the cool fragrance of the air; 
Remorfe within his bofom pent, 
And deadly Hate and black Defpair ; 
Yet once again, behold, he fleeps, 
Hark! on his ear the low groan creéps ; 
He, fhudd’ring, ftarts; convulfive fhakes ; 
He heaves, he turns, he leaps, he wakes ; 
Each feature feems with wild amazement hung,— 
The fudden pray'r to hoayen drops fault’ring from his tongue! 












Shakfpeare 
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Shakfpeare algne thy ghaftly charms enjoy’d, 
hy favage haunts he travers’d undifmay’d, 
In hearing thy awak’ning tales employ’d, 
Where the wood darkens to a deeper fhade ; 
And, if [ read the magic page aright, 
Loud thunders roll’d arqund th’ enchanted fpot, 
While fire-ey’d demons growl’d the long lone night, 
And ev’ry tree with flafhing flame was {mote ; 
And cries uncouth, and founds of woe were heard, 
And tall gigantie fhapes their horrid forms uprear’d, 


But not alone to guilt confin'd, 
Thy furies dart their fecret ftings ; 
They point them at the virtuous mind, 
Which each ideal fancy wings; 
The penfive melancholy Dane, 
Deep mourns his royal father flain ; 
Th’ unnatural murderer mutt bleed, 
The ghoft appears and prompts the deed ; 
Even valiant Brutus {inking to repofe, 
Thy awful prefence felt as his {tern genius rofe, 


Ye angels fent as guardians of the good, 
Swift chafe th’ enthufiaftic pow’r away! 
Clear the low cloud, each grief-charg’d thought exclude, 
Drive hence the fiend that fhuns the eye of day; * 
Ah! calm and gentle fink us down to relt; 
Let Cheerfulnefs the lonely voice adorn, 
Let her mild radiance gild the fear-ftruck breaft, 
While we with air-form'd terrgrs ceafe to mourn; 
And in fuch raptur’d dreams the fancy iteep, 
As render more endear’d the deity of fleep ! 





” ¥ 7. 
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By Me, COLLINGS, 


Ys worldly, hence! that have not drank the 
Of deep Affli€tion at the fountain head * a ae 
That have not fondly gaz’d the dying,—dead ! 

‘Till the fet eye refus’d the confcious gleam 

That fed Affection with its parting beam ; 
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Nor kifs’d the cold lips, whence the fpirit fled, 
Of her you lov’d beyond a poet’s dream : 
And who but twelve moons bleft your genial bed !ag. 
This, has the mourner at Amelia’s tomb; 
And but one {tar illumes his night of gloom: 
As from its parent duft the phepnix foar’d, 
Her infant felf furviving feems to fay,— 
The Lorp has giv’n—the Lorn has ta’en away; 
For ever blefied be his name,—the Lox»! 
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ODE to REFLECTION, 
By W. HAMILTON REID, 
Author of a volume of Poems, intended to be publifoed by fubfcriptare 


? 
Twas when Nature’s darling child, 

Flora, fan’d by zephyrs mild, 

Th’ gorgeous canopy outfpread 

O’er the fun’s declining sie 

Wending from the buz of day, 

‘Thus a bard attun’d his lay : 


Bright Refleétion, child of heav’n, 
Nobleft gift to mortals given, 
Goddefs of the penfive eye, 
Glancing thro’ eternity, 

Rob’d in intelleétual light, 
Come, with all thy charms bedight. 


Tho’ nor fame, nor {plendid worth, 
Mark’d thy humble vot’ry’s birth, 
Snatch’d by thee from cank’ring care, 
I defy the fiend Defpair; 

All the joys that Bacchusloves, 
All inglorious pleafure proves ; 
All the fleeting modifh toys, 
Buoy’d by Folly’s frantic noife ; 
All, except the facred lore, 
Flowing f om thy boundlefs ftore ! 
For when thy bright form appears, 
Even wild Confufion hears, 
Chaos glows, impervious night 


Shrinks from thy all-piercing fight, 






Yet, 
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Net, alas! what vain extremes 
Mortals prove in Error’s fcaemes, 
Sunk profound in torpor’s trance, 
Or with levity they dance, 
Or, in murmurs deep, the foul 
Thinks it blifs beyond the pole ; 
Bounding {wift o’er time and place, 
Vacant ftill thro’ boundlefs {pace, 
Leaving happinefs at heme, 
Thus the mental vagrants roam, 
But when thou with fober mien, 
Deign’{t to blefs this wayward {cene, 
Like Aurora fhining clear 
Over the mental hemifphere; 
Who but hears a foothing {train 
Warbling “ Heaven’s ways are plain?” 
Who but hears the charmer fay, 
* Thefe obfcure the living ray =~ 
* Self-love, the fouleft fiend of night 
“ That ever ftain’d the virgin-light, 
s* Coward wretch who fhuns to fhare, 
* Or footh the woes that others bear; 
«“ Envy with an eagle’seye ; 
s¢ Scandal’s talesthat never die; 
“ Int’reft vile, with countlefs tongues, 
* Trembling for ideal wrongs; 
* Flatt’ry bafe, with fupple knee, 
“ Cringing low fervility : 
* Prejudice, with eyes afkew, 
Still fufpeting ought that’s new, 
*¢ Would but men from thefe refrain, 
« Eden’s bow’rs would bloom again, 
Doubtsin embryo melt away, 
Truth’s eterna] fun-beams play!” 





To Mr. GAINSBOROUGH, 
WRITTEN IN 2784. 
On his celebrated Piéture of the SHEPHERDS. 
By Mz. ALEXANDER BICKNELL. 


, 
In this fam’d portrait, Gainfborough, we view, 
All that the utmoft power of art.cam do; 
Nay more, we fee that Nature, at command, 


Attends each motion of thy forming hand, 
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Her animating influence to impart, 

And raife thy works above the reach of art; 
That whilft thy pencil o’er the canvas ftrays, 
The lambent flame of life around it plays, 
And did the rigid fates permiffion give, 





Would mingle with the tints, and make the figures live! 


Immortal artift ! in whofe works we find 

The form not only copied, but the mind ; 

The mental traits as glowing and as true 

As the juft feature, or the native hue : 

E'en in this fimple Shepherd Boy we fee 

The foul pourtray’d in pureft blazonry; 

Through the bright beams of his expreffive eye, 

Each thought, each apprehenfion we defcry ; 

The fupplicating look and ftarting tear 

Speak the unfhelter’d fwain’s inftin@tive fear, 
hilft in each feature clearly is expreft 

The humble hope that reigns within his breatft: 

Each ftroke conveys a document as fage 

As can the letter’d leaf and moral page. 

This piece alone would eternize thy name, 

And place thee high on the {cant roll of fame ; 

With the old mafters fhall thy works be fhown, 

Stand the ftrong teft of ages as their own; 

And not with leaft fuccefs fhall Gainfborough try 

To makethe reign of Gzorce with that of Lzo vie! 
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On reading Dr. Beattiz’s HERMIT. 
By Mr. COLLINGS, 


" Au ! when fhall Spring vifit the mquldering urn ? 
Or when fhall day dawn on the night of the grave ?” 
A fage to {et evening continued to mourn 
At the foot of a hill, at the door of his cave, 
*Till through the tall foreft the zephyrs that breathe 
The nightingale’s fong on the neighb’ring fpray, 
The fountain that murmur’d his grotto beneath, 
Soft flumber impos’d till the dawn of the day. 


*Twas rapture that rofe on his mind as he woke, 
He fung, and the nightingale ceas’d to complain ; 
Fach gloomy idea this bofom forfook, 
The lark’s lofty notes were attun’d to his {train : 


"Tis 
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*Tis day, and the landfcape is dreary no mere, 
The fhadows of night that invelop’d the view 
Are fled, and the fkies to religion Reftore, 
A pledge that the morning of life fhall renew! 
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An ELEGIAC TALE. 
By Ma. UPTON. 


W;, EN Night’s dark mantle veil’d the feas, 
And Nature's felf was hufh’d to fleep; 

When gently blew the midnight breeze, 
Louils fought the pee deep. 


On a lone beach, in wild defpair, 
She fat, bereft of calm repofe ; 

Her bitter wailings rent the air, 
And fad were fair Louifa’s woes, 


Three years the hurs’d the pleafing thought 
Her love—her Henry—would return : 

When, ah! the fatal news was brought— 
The fea was made his wat'ry urn. 


Ye fair, who know the pow’r of love, 
You beft can tell what fhe muft feel ; 
Who, ’gainft each adverfe fortune, ftrove 

The tender paffion to conceal. 


Bewilder’d, loft, abforb’d in grief, 
While madnefs ran thro’ ev’ry vein, 
The mourner fought from death relief— 
And, frantic, plung’d into the main! 


The Heav’ns with Py faw her end, 


The frantic deed of hopelefs love, 
And bade their angel guard defcend, 
And bear Louifa’s foul above. 


There plac’d in happier fcenes on high, 
Louifa {miles on human care; 
Huth’d into joy is ev'ry figh, 
For Henry’s angel form is there! 
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Taz MISLETOE ann tur PASSION-FLOWER. 


By Da. LANGHORNE, 


I N this dim cave a druid fleeps, 
Where ftops the pafling gale to moan ; 

The rock he hollowed o’er him weeps, 

And cold drops wear the fretted ftone. 


In this dim eave, of different creed, 
An hermit’s holy afhes reft : 

The {chool-boy finds the frequent bead, 

Which many a formial matin blef. 


That truant-time full well I know, 
When here I brought, in ftolen hour, 
The druid’s magic Mifletoe, 
The holy hetmit’s Paffion-flower, 


The offerings on the myftic ftone 
Penfive I laid, in thought profound, 


When from the cave a deepening groan 


Iffued, and froze me to the ground. 


I hear it ftill—doft thou not hear? 
Does not thy haunted fancy ftart ? 
The found ftill vibrates thro’ mine ear 
The horror rufhes on my heart, 


Unlike to living founds it came, 
Unmixed, unmelodized with breath ; 


But, grinding thro’ fome fcranne! frame, 


Creaked from the bony lungs of death, 


I hear it Rill—“ Depart,” it cries ; 
*¢ No tribute bear to fhades unblefl: 


* Know, here a bloody druid lies, 


* Who was not nuried at Nature’s breait, 


 Affociate he with demons dire, 


«© O’er human viétims held the pte, 


‘* And pleafed to fee the babe expirt, 


* Smiled grimly o’er its quivering life. 
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Behold his crimfon-ftreaming hand 
‘© Rreét!—his dark, fixed, murderous eye! 

s In the dim cave I faw him ftand ; 

“ And my heart died—I felt it die.” 






I fee him ftill—Dof thou not fee 
The haggard eye-ball’s hollow glare? 

And gleams of wild ferocity 

Dart thro’ the fable fhade of hair ? 


What meagre form behind him thoves, 
With eye that rues th’ invading day ; 

And wrinkled afpe& wan, that proves 

The mind to pale remorfe a prey ? 





What wretched+-Hark—the voice replies, 
** Boy, bear thefe idle honours hence ! 
* For, here a guilty hermit lies, 
* Untrue to Nature, Virtue, Senfe, 


** Tho’ Nature lent him powers to aid 
“© The moral caufe, the mutual weal, 

“© Thofe powers he funk in this dirh fhade, 
“ The defperate fuicide of zeal, : 


** Go, teach the drone of faintly haunts, 
“* Whole cell’s the fepulchre of time ; 
* Tho’ many a holy hymn he chaunts, 
* His life is one continued crime, 


* And bear them hence, the plant, the flower ; 
** No fymbols thofe of fyftems vain! 

* They have the duties of their hour ; 
* Some bird, fome infeé to fuftain.” 








VAUXHALL 


By Mr. ALEXANDER BICKNELL, 


Who has not heard of Epen fair? 
The blifsful feat of the firft pair ; 
Where flowers and fruits fpontaneous {prung, 
For ever frefh, for ever young. 
N Where 
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Where Nature, fportive, blithe and gays 
Profufely, as her firft effay, 

Strew’d all around, fo Milton fings, 

The fweetnefs of ten thoufand Springs. 


Long did this paradife withftand 

The force of Time’s deftru&tive hand’; 
And, unimpair’d, it e’en with ftood 
The ravage of the direful flood, 


Till after floating many a year, 

At length it fix’dand flourifh’d here ; 
In vain geographers may trace, 

This is the very, very place! 


To be convinc'd but look around, 
And fee how Nature’s fweets abound : 
No matter, what the {pot we call, 

It once was Even=—now VauxHALt! 


But how improv’d! for tho’ fo fair 
The blifsful feat of the firft pair, 
Yet there, with fad and folemn ftalk, 
Silence pervaded every walk. 


Whilft here with laughter, mirth, and glec, 
And all the powers. of harmony, 

Ever frolic, brifk and gay, 

We folemn Silence drive away. 


Inftead of water from the fpring, 

We more enliv’ning liquors bring ; 
Inftead of grapes, buck'd from the vines, 
The choiceft viands, richeft wines. 


And to the feather’d choirs we join 
The mufic of the tuneful Nine; 
The jocund fong, the melting flute, 
Which merry mortals better fuit. 


Then, in the room of one dull pair, 
All lovely, kind, and debonair, 

A thoufand eyes our Eden gracc, 
And add new luftre to the place. 


Come view, then,—fage in our advice,— 
The {pot that once was Paradife ; 
Hyce1a, Momus, Baccuus, all 
Bid you away to {weet Vauxuatt! 








Be tas, 
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HAyYMARKET THEATRE. 


New comedy, written by Mr, Cumberland, and called 
A The Country Attorney, was performed for the firft time 
on the 8th of cea mott of his comic produétions, it has 
been the laudable aim of this author to difcountenance and to 
explode, as much as poffible, fome popular and vulgar preju- 
dice, and to fhew the illiberality and abfurdity of national 
refle&tions and general cenfures on particular profeflioris:. In 
this comedy Mr. Cumberland honours the profeflion of the 
law with a defence and a leffon, by exhibiting, as his principal 
charaéter, an attorney of inflexible integrity, who, by not only 
refufing to make a will in his own favour, but inducing the 
teftator to bequeath the chief part of his property to a defti- 
tute, but worthy relation, gives a happy termination to the 
plot, of which, as it cgntains nothing particularly ftriking, 
we fhall decline giving a detail; of the other charaéters it 1g 
only neceflary to remark, that none of them boaft of origi- 
nality, but are perfeétly in natyre, The dialogue is fuch as 
not to difgrace the pen of Mr, C. and though it does not 
abound in wit or humour, and is, perhaps, the leaft happy of 
his comic efforts, yet it is fo far reli eftable as to do no injury 
to a pre-eftablifhed and eminent ghetaiter, and the previous 
exertions of higher excellence, 

The play was caft and performed with great ftrength and 
judgment ; and, notwithftanding the {pecks that offend the 
eye of criticifm, continues to be well received, 


Rova.ty THEATRE, 


As Pantomime, Burletta, and Dance, form, at prefent, the 
amufements of this place, in juftice to Mr. Palmer, we muft 
acknowledge, that to gratify the town in this way he has cer- 
tainly done his beft. 

On the evening of the gd day of July, we witnefled the , 
firft yeprefentation of the Birth-Day. The idea of this little 
piece is elegant, and the bufinefs pleafing; the mufic is what 
might be expetted from Mr. Cartier ; and we fhall be always 
happy to fee that gentleman “ in his feat.”" 

he dances poffefs powerful attra€tion. The opening of 
the pantomime is pleafing in the extreme, The charming 
N3 little 
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little a&trefs, whofe comic powers gave us fo much fatisfaétion 
in Mifs in her Teens, this evening reprefented the Comic Mute, 
and rofe with her Sorrowing Sifter, like a divinity on our en- 
raptured view. Thalia never had a better reprefentative ; and 
while fhe was on the ftage, loud acclamations filled the theatre ; 
and fhe deferved them, if unremitted exertions to pleafe, in 
varied forms of mirthful elegance which belong to the charac- 
ter, and which fhe fo ably fupported, have any demand on 
public pager 

The idea of making the motley hero draw his wonder. 
working wooden weapon from out the anchor of Hope is a good 
one : toenlarge on the merits or defeéts of this pleafing pan- 
tomime would be incorfiftent with our plan; fuffice it to fay, 
that the {cenery is exceedingly beautiful, the dreffes fuperb, 
the tricks new and laughable. 

The Catch-Club.—This bufinefs is executed in a ftile of ex- 
cellence, which mutt gratify the lovers of harmony, tafte, and 
merriment, 

Mr. P. would do well to vary his Reading. We allow 
him great merit in Collins’s Ode on the Pajfions; but there are 
produétions of equal excellence, and not fo well known. The 
recitation of thefe would, no doubt, fill his houfe, and create 
novelty, which is and ever will be—the foul of amufement. 

July 23. After a long abfence, Lee Lewis, that genuine fon 
of humour, made his appearance on thefe boards, and expe- 
rienced a hearty welcome from his friends. He delivered an 
Occafional Addrefs, perfectly well-timed, and wittily expref- 
five of his own fituation; there were many lines peculiarly 
attra€tive, every one of which to/d: for the humour of Lee 
Lewis, arifing from pure nature, muft ever pleafe the difcern 
ing mind, - 

He afterwards fet the houfe in a roar, by his recitation of 
extraéts from the late George Alexander Stevens’s Leéture an 
Heads. Thefe he gave in fuch a ftyle of fuperior excellence, 
with fo many happy additions of his own, that as the curtain 
dropped, he gained what he really merited, in three diftin& 
peals, the thunder of appiaufe. 

We cann¢t quit this article without expreffing our hearty 
wifhes, which arife from the pure fource of impartiality, un- 
mixt with any bafe alloy, that thofe concerned may bring 
home their expences with intereft, Thefe expences mult be 
yery great, confidering the excellence of the band, the beauty 
of the {cenes, and the illuminations, which are every where 


difplayed with a liberal and unfparing hand. 


ROMESTIC, 
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DOMESTIC, 
Fune 15. On Wednefday his Royal Highnefs the Duke of 


Cumberland honoured Mr. Palmer's theatre with a vifit. 

His Royal Highnefs the Duke of York will not return 
home this fummer, as has been expeéted, but will vifit his own 
territories of Ofnaburg, and feveral of the German courts, 

Intimation has been given to Mr. Robinfon, the Prince of 
Wales’s treafurer, that in a few days 60,0001. will be iffued 
from the Exeheques by order of the Lords of the Treafury. 

16. A gentleman, of the name of Addifon, after {pending 
the evening with feveral good fellows, became at length fo 
much intoxicated as to be unable to {peak, and, reclining his 
head on a table, fell into a found fleep ; on which one of the 
company, who fat oppofite, remarked, that their friend, Mr, 
Addifon, was at prefent neither a TaTLER nor a Spsc- 
TATOR, but might {peedily want a GuaRDIAN. 

18. Friday a man, named Turner, was brought up to the 
Court of King’s-Bench, and received’ fentence of two years 
imprifonment in Newgate—his crime was perjury. 

Yefterday, after morning fervice in St. Andrew’s church, 
Holborn, a woman who lives in Shoe-lane, did penance by 
ftanding in a white fheet for having called her neighbour a 
whore. 

A few days ago, on digging out the foundation of an old 
houfe at Carlifle, belonging to Capt. Pringle, two horns were 
found containing above 200 gold, filver, and copper coins of 
James I. Il. III, IV. and V. Kings of Scotland, and fome of 
Qucen Mary. 

Mr. Gainfborough is engaged in a new piéture, the fub- 
ject a Woodman, fheltering with his dog, during a thunder 
ftorm, under a fine romantic tree. Part of its branches are 
{truck with lightning, the effe€& of which is extremely fine ; 
the fky partakes of the fublimity of the tempett. 

There have been lately feveral eruptions at Mount Vefu- 
vius ; the yolcano frequently difcharges ftones to a very great 
height from its upper aperture ; and the lava runs in {mall 
torrents, 

When Judge Buller completed his garden at Chifwick, his 
next neighbour, Armftrong, the Sheriff’s officer, copied his 
example ; and what is remarkable, they both fixed up a board 
inferibed, A man Trap ! 

We are forry to hear that Lord Mansfield’s health is in a 
ftate of progreffive decay, 
; Lord 
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Lord Petre a few days ago fell from his horfe, whereby his 
Lordfhip’s collar bone was broken. 

It is faid Mrs. Kemble is engaged at Covent-Garden for the 
enfuing feafon. If, as we hear, old favourites are to make 
yoom.for new at our winter theatres, we think the managers 
are much to blame. 

Laft Tuefday morning as the painters were beautifying the 
great dome of the Prince of Wales’s houfe at Brighthelm- 
itone, the f{caffolding broke down, whereby feveral of the 
workmen were greatly hurt ; his Royal Highnefs extended 
every humane care towards the fufferers, We are happy to 
add that no lives were loft or limbs broken. 

His Majefty has been pleafed to fignify his pleafure, that the 
money arifing from the mutfical entertainments of the Abbey 
be next year appropriated to the ufe of the fons of the clergy, 
and the Middlefex hofpital, inftead af St. George’s hofpital 
and the Weftminiter infirmary, to which they have hitherto 
been appropriated, 

july 10. Yefterday, between one and twoo’clock, as Mifs 
Boydell, niece of Mr. Alderman Boydell, accompanied by 
Mr. Nicol, bookfeller, in the Strand, were walking up 
Princes-{treet, Leicefterfields, a perfon came behind them, 
and, without any preparation, or Focskiing a yllible, held two 

iftols clofe to the Less fide, and at the fame initant ufing 
och hands, difcharged them, Providentially though they 
were fo clofe as to fet fireto the lady’s cloaths, yet by the balls 
glancing on her flays, fhe received only a gontufion under 
the fhoulder, Mr. Nicol inftantly fecured the affailant, 
and a gentleman’s fervant paffing by on the inftant, wrench- 
ed the piftols out of his hand. He has fince been tried, and 
acquitted; but was detained for the aflault, and died in New- 
gate, it is fuppofed, through exceilive grief, He was thought 
to be difordered in his fenfes, 

14. Laft Thurfday, during the thunder ftorm, as Mr. W, 
Bacon, one of the accountants in the falt-office, was drawing 
down a window in the fir} pair of ftairs, at his houfe in 
Bifhop’s Walk, Lambeth; he was ftruck with a flafh of 
lightning, and killed on the fpot. The fluid entered his right 
fhoulder, went through his body, and iffued out at one of 
the toes of his left foot. A dog that was in the fame room 





‘was alfo killed. 


MARRIAGES. 
July x. Sir John W. S, Gardiner, Bt. of Tackley Park, ta 
Mifs Martha Newcombe, daughter to the late dean of Rochefter, 


—Rev, Mr. Cromleholme, Chaplain to the Bifhop of “ee 
e€tor 
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Reétor of Sherrington, in Bucks, and of Staines, in Middlefex, 
to Mifs Draper, ot Winchefter,—Sir John Ramfden, Bart. of 
Bryam, Yorkfhire, to the Hon, Louifa Sufanna Ingram Shep- 
heard, fifth daughter of the late Lord Vifcount Irvin.—John 
Benn, E{fq. of Albemarle-ftreet, to Mifs Fowke, daughter of 
Jof. Fowke, Efq, of Bengal.—Ed, Railton, Efq. of London, 
merchant, to Mrs. Coles, of Somerfham, Huntingdonfhire,— 
Robert Gray, Efq. of London, to Mifs Clarke, of Barbican, 
George Aug. Rogers Efg. Secretary to the Ordnance Board, 
to Mifs Hammet, daughter of Sir Benjamin Hammet.—At 
Bath, Edward Woolls, Efg.of Hants, to Mifs Letitia Floyer, 
of New King-ftreet.—At Bath, Henry Barwell, Efq. of St. 
Margaret’s, Weltmintter, to Mifs Rye, of Bath.—Samuel 
Charles Carne, Efq. of Sandon, Effex, to Milfs Mary Rafch, 
daughter of Frederic Rafch, Efq.—Right Hon. Lord Mul- 
grave, to Mifs Cholmley, daughter to Nathaniel Cholmley, Efq. 
of Howfham, Yorkfhire.—The Rev. Tho. Woodrooffe, B. D. 
Reétor of Oakley, Surry, to Mifs Catherine Barber, of Wandf- 
worth.— John Rutherford, Efq. of Edgerfton, to Mifs Leflie, 
only daughter of the Hon. Major General Leilie, 


DEATHS, 


July. At Hertford, Nathaniel Hancock, Efq.—John 
Mumford, Ffq. Kidwell, Efq.—Nicholas Read, Efq. So- 
licitor,—At Lincoln’s Inn, Alex. Forrefter, Efg.—At Ken- 
fington, Henry Garth, Efq.———At the Caftle of Marlborough, 
George Conyers, Efq. youngeft fon of the late John Conyers, 
Efq. member for Effex.—Sir Richard Jebb, Bart. M. B. Phy- 
fician Extraordinary to his Majefty.—Capt. Michael Sheeley. 
—The Right Hon, Lady Eliz. Moore, Earl of Drogheda’s eldeit 
daughter.—The Lady of Lord Chief Baron Eyre.—Brook 
Woodcock, Efq. of Saffron Waldron.—Madame Sophie, fe- 
cond daughter to the Queen of France, at Verfailles the 16th 
inft.—James Townfend Efq. Member for the borough of 
Calne, in Wiltfhire, and Alderman of the ward of Bifhopigate. 
—Sir Thomas Heathcote, Bart.—Rt. Hon. Lord Montagu, fon 
of Earl Beaulieu—At Woodford, Wm. Cooke, Efq.—Rev. 
Mr. Woodgate.—Liecut. Col. Hicks, of the 7oth regiment.— 
Rev. Mr. Charles Knightly, of Prefton, Northamptonfhire.— 
Thoraton, Efq. King’s Road, Chelfea.—At Tewkefbury, 
Richard Wilfon, Eig. of Follifoot, Yorkthire, eldeft fon of the 
Bifhop of Briftol.—Mark Skynner, Efq. of Lydd, in Kent.— 
Mr. Wilfon, one of his Majefty’s Meflengers—Mr. John 
Sparks, fen, and fenior Alderman of Rochefter.—The Rev, 
Mr. Higgins, Reétor of Teifcombe and Piddinghoe, in Suffex, 
and late one of the Mafters of St, Paul’s {chool.—Richard Mey- 

ter, 
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ter, E{q. Briftol.—Mr. Benjamin North, of Wallworth.—Ist 
the Middle Temple, Mr. Newland. 


Banxrurts, from June 19th, to Fuly 24th, both inclufve. 


William Drought, Stockwell, brewer.—George Hulley, 
Lambeth, taylor.—Wm. Field, now or late of Feverfham, 
Kent, fhopkeeper.—Sam. Wm. York, late of Eaft Grinftead, 
Suffex, fhopkeeper.—Alex. M‘Dougal, Eaft Smithfield, matter 
mariner.—Abraham Froud, New Sarum, Wilts, mercer. 
Thomas Robinfon, Birmingham, gunmaker.—Wm. Spooner, 
Birmingham, faw-maker, William Martin, Birmingham, 
toy-maker—Edmund Bulkley, New Houfes near Saddleworth, 
York.—John Lodge, late of Cornhill, London, merchant.— 
Edward Knott, Fenchurch-ftreet, flopfeller. Frederick 
Breillat, Spital-fquare, weaver—Edmund Beak, Enfbury, 
Dorfet, weaver.— William Maillard, Briftol, woollen-dfaper. 
-—Miles Brockbank, Whitehaven, Cumberland, moncy-icri- 
vener.—John Bulmer; linen-draper, Yofk.—Robert Mack- 
glafhan, late of Norwich, and John Edwards the younger, of 
Swanton, Norfolk, paper-makers.—Edward Smith, late of 
Clare-ftreet, Clare-market, grocer——Thomas Donne, Ofborn- 
Place, Whitechapel, fiik-broker.—Caleb Crookendon, and 
Michael Taylor, Itchener, Suffex, and James Smith, Lan 
cafter, fhip-builders.—Robert Furnafs, Wapping-ftreet, broker. 
Richard Salifbury, Wm. Barrow, Wm. Carr, and Hugh 
Stirrup, all late of Chipping, Lancafter, merchants, and late 
carrying on trade under the names, ftyle, and firm of Salif- 
bury, Barrow, Carr, and Co.—Tho. Bridooke, late of Mum- 
ford-Court, Milk-{treet, warehoufeman.—Thomas Melfome, 
Briftol, glazier—John Barrow, and Wm. Barrow, late of 
Lancafter, merchants—-Wm. Worller, late of Bury St, Ed- 
mund’s, Suffolk, but now of Old Palace-yard, viétualler, 
John Lindop, Birmingham, merchant.—Wm. Philip Griffin, 
Worcefter, glover.—Phillip Sydenham the younger, late of 
Barnftaple, Devon, money-fcrivener.—John Page, Gough- 
{quare, jeweller.—Ann Strachan, Shadwell, baker.—Jofeph 
Birch, I{lington-road, vi€tualler.— James Linan, Birmingham, 
grocer.—Robert Moore, now or late of Surry-{treet, Strand, 
taylor.—George Sang, Smith’s Buildings, taylor.—Richard 
Garland, of the city of York, butter-factor. 


























